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Fiction 


The  Shoplifter 


Graphic  by  Tom  Evans 


by  Michael  D.  Gore 


I  am  a  shoplifter.   . 

I  am  a  thief. 

I  am  a  bred  in  the  bone    son  of  a  gun    deep 
down  inside  myself  criminal  person.  Something 
even  mama  doesn't  know.  Papa  never  guessed. 
Something  that  was  never  discussed  at  the  dinner 
table. 

I  am  an  admitted  vandalizer. 

I  steal  things  from  you. 

From  right  underneath  your  nose. 

You  had  better  watch  out  -  1  am  an  evil  influ- 
ence! 

You  know  they  say  that  some  people  are  just 
naturally  bom  to  steal    or  rape  or  kill    or  to  do 
this  or  that.  To  do  whatever  is  considered  to  be 
bad  at  a  particular  time.  Well,  1  don't  know.  I 
can't  answer  that.  I'm  no  psychologist  or  medi- 
cal man  or  hem  me  r  of  the  deep  brain  secret.  All 
that   I  know  is  that  I  steal  things  with  a  great 
strange  mad  urge  from  far  within  me  --  an  insane 
urge  to  get  something  from  someone  -  the  cold 
surge  of  impersonal  race  that  passes  before  me. 
To   grab   at  a  bright  colored  shirt  or  a   warm 
sweater  or  book  or  record  or  meal  or  pair  of 
socks  or  anything  -  whatever  it  is  that  I  want, 
feel   that   I   need   because  of  the  occurrence  of 
some  other  unknown  strain  break  in  my  psyche 


deep  inside  me  at  the  time.  Some  lost  beautiful 
girl   lip  passes  by,  some  lost  chance  at  touch, 
some   lone   moment   fades  past  me  and  I  must 
deal  a  fatal  blow   to   merchandise  to  make  up 
for  it.   Some   unknown   friend   walks  by   and  I 
must  commit  a  theft.  I  have  an  insane  urge.  An 
alienation  from  something.  A  hot  hand.  An  un- 
failing  technique    that    flips   snatches  lifts  any- 
thing right  out   from  under  all  people's  noses 
and  leaves  it  forever  gone  deep  inside  the  creases 
of  my  cuffs.  I  am  good  at  this.  I  am  a  heavenly 
glad-hand  professional  no-sweat  non flinch  heroic 
monster,  you'11-never-see-me-do-it  kind  of  beast. 
I  am  beautiful  at  this  at  least  at  this  I  am  beauti- 
ful. I  have  a  constant  beautiful  system  inside  me 
that  causes  me  to  have  to  perfectly  take. 

Now.    As   I   stroll   along  this  giant  shopping 
center  crowded  with  huge  chunks  of  the  alien 
peoples    an  old  familiar  tune  sings  up  inside  me 
again,  that  old   meaningless  click  of  responses, 
that  old   unhappy  joyous  lurking  to  pop  what- 
ever  I    want   in    the    world    right   close   to  my 
slight  person  today.  I  will.  I  will,  I  will  it.  I  wind. 
I  twist  through  the  crowds  and  stands  and  glass 
cases  and  bright  scarfs  and  stereo  multiplex  sets. 
I  watch  seeming  not  to  watch.  I  casually  want. 
I  casually  wait.  I  mark  blind  spots  in  the  aisles 
to  pause  a  moment     flicking  my  hands  down 
into  some  lax  spot  on  my  person  with  a  handful 


of  grubsteak.  I  go  on.  I  will  and  wind  and  twist 
and  watch  and  wait  and  the  moments  of  my 
hand  and  its  steal  are  of  precision  and  are  down 
to  almost  a  precise  number  of  steps  of  moments 
and  I  always  do  it  perform  it  sound  it  off  right. 
Whish!  Whoow!  I  win  out.  I  am  evil  again  as  I 
walk  through  this  gallery  of  shops,  this  carnival 
of  faces  and  desire,  this  afternoon  to  exercise 
the  beast  within  this  house  of  thrills. 

On  and  on  this  mall  goes  as  everyone  looks 
at  each  other,  looks  each  other  over,  gets  a  fine 
chance  to  display  what  they  bought  out  here 
last  weekend  as  they  drift  and  shop,  stop  and 
stare,  make  a  comment,  point  out  a  freak  and 
pass.  They  all  stroll  by  me  now  -  pockets  full  of 
money  -  hair  set  -  muscles  greased  -  pants 
tight  -  lips  slightly  moist  and  apart  -  heads  car- 
ried superior  and  aloof  walking  up  and  down  and 
up  and  down  until  they  all  will  retire  from  the 
glass  company  and  rent  a  chair  on  some  lonely 
beach.  Wearing  the  beach  shirt  they  bought  to- 
day in  the  rush  of  carniverous  beasts.  Dead  boys 
and  girls  live  and  die  down  here,  live  off  of  this 
mall  so  chock  full  Of  goods  and  waste. 

And  I  stroll  down  here  casual,  my  eyes  open 
for  a  steal,  open  for  a  chance  to  meet  new  faces 
in   this  pressure-cooker  ice-box  business    town 
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Feedback 


ECONOMICS 


KPFT: 


My  subscription  is  not  due,  but  after 
reading  of  your  current  financial  drought 
in  the  Mighty  Ninety  News,  I  couldn't 
help  but  respond  with  what  little  I  could 
(wish  it  could  be  more).  It's  really  very 
little  compared  to  the  amount  of  fine  com- 
mercial-free entertainment  this  whole  stin- 
kin  city  enjoys  from  KPFT.  You  continue 
to  be  a  very  bright  light  in  the  dark  alley 
of  the  multimedia  farce.  Thank  you  and 
keep  up  the  good  work. 


JJ 


KPFT: 

I  am  a  subscriber  to  your  beautiful  sta- 
tion, but  I  have  not  paid  for  the  past  few 
months  because,  simply  enough,  I  have  no 
money.  You  have  my  moral  support  and  I 
have  been  enjoying  your  programming  as 
always. 

Hopefully,  sometime  in  the  near  future, 
I  can  come  up  with  a  more  concrete  form 
of  support,  namely  $$$.   But  for  now, 
mere  words  will  have  to  do. 

You  are  doing  an  incredible  job  of  func- 
tioning in  this  time  of  economic  need,  with 
very  little  asking  for  money  on  the  air.  I 
can  honestly  say  that  someday  you  will 
get  what  is  due  for  hard  work  &  dedica- 
tion. 

God  bless  you  all, 
A  Subscriber 

KPFT: 

We've  been  very  lax  in  supporting  your 
station,  even  though  we  listen  a  lot.  Sorry. 
Anyway,  here's  my  check  for  $5.   You'll 
be  getting  one  each  month. 

By  the  way,  our  subscription,  or  what- 
ever, is  in  my  wife's  name.  See  address  on 
check. 

Bob  Moon 

KPFT  Radio: 

STATEMENT 
Date  Charges  and  Credits        Balance 

11/1/74     Debits:  30  days  of 

noncommercial  music 
and  talk.  24  hrs./day 
@.  SO/day. 

Credits:  12  days  of 
above. 

Balance  Due:  18  days 

Thanks  for  the  radio,  hang  in  there  and 
will  try  to  keep  the  $  coming. 

J.  A.  N. 


POINT  COUNTERPOINT 

KPFT: 

It  is  my  sincere  hope  that  this  letter  may 
help  you  to  bring  about  a  better  KPFT. 
I  absolutely  love  Mandy.  I  believe  that  if 
all  other  shows  were  patterned  after  hers, 
KPFT  would  blow  the  doors  off  every 
other  radio  station  in  town.  So  be  nice  to 
her  so  she  will  always  stay  around.  Her  ap- 
proach is  simple  -  little  talk  and  lots  of 
music.  Music  is  what  the  people  want  -  if 
they  want  talk  they  would  watch  TV. 

Despite  their  soap  commercials,  KLOL 
plays  more  music  than  KPFT.  This  is  a 
shame  &  a  sin  because  the  people  want 
music  and  not  talk. 

Please  consider  the  following: 

1.  Keep  Mandy  on  --  no  matter  what 
you  have  to  do. 

2.  Tell  your  DJ's  to  hold  the  talk  & 
.  play  more  music. 

3.  Do  something  about  the  horrible 
mess  that's  on  from  5-7  p.m.  (this  is  what 
rips  off  the  people).  The  people  want  mu- 
sic. 

4.  Let  the  listeners  who  contribute 
come  to  the  station  to  make  testimonials 
for  KPFT.  This  will  help  break  the  great 
monotony  of  your  "only  commercial." 

5.  Create  anti-commercials  to  help 
show  people  what  KPFT  is  not.  Satirically 
&  cynically  as  possible  pattern  your  anti- 
commercials  after  the  most  hated  on  legit 
radio. 

I  know  that  KPFT  is  not  the  most 
smoothe  [sic]  running  operation  that  was 
ever  devised  and  that  your  job  is  mind  bog- 
gling to  say  the  least.  But  please  be  nice  to 
Mandy  and  at  least  give  a  few  of  my  sug- 
gestions some  thought. 

W.  Wilson 

P.S.   Since  money  talks  &  bullshit  walks,  I 
have  enclosed  a  ten  spot. 

PACIFICA  FOLKS: 

Sorry,  but  we  don't  plan  to  be  in  Hous- 
ton on  the  15th.   We  also  regret  we  can  no 
longer  hear  KPFT  because  we  were  anxious 
to  follow  progression.   We  would  urge  a  re- 
turn to  "community"  educational  radio 
where  possible.   We  remember,  painfully, 
the  difficulties  of  doing  that;  but  can't  ig- 
nore criticisms  we  hear  and  our  own  bore- 
dom with  rock  music  and  dope. 

Please  change  our  address  so  we  can 
read  Mighty  Ninety  News. 

J.  Blazek 

KPFT: 

Though  you  haven't  requested  it  of  me 
yet,  you  may  regard  this  letter  as  a  renewal 
of  my  subscription;  another  year  --  another 
$60,  $10  of  which  are  enclosed  with  this 
letter. 

Please,  however,  do  not  earmark  this 


money  for  Huey  Meaux's  "ransom."  I 
think  that  Friday  nights  are  better  with- 
out him.   Though  it  may  be  true  that  he 
brings  some  fine  SO's  rock,  R&B,  progres- 
sive country,  and  Cajun  music  and  has  an 
infectious  laugh,  I  have  too  often  found 
myself  screaming,  "Shut  up,  Huey!"  at  my 
deaf  Sansui  during  his  program.  After  a 
while  of  this,  Friday  nights  became  one  of 
the  few  times  I  would  listen  to  records  or 
KLOL.  I  used  to  tollerate  [sic]  Mr.  Meaux 
because  I  thought  that  he  was  bringing  in 
new  listener  support.  His  difficulty  in  rais- 
ing his  "ransom,"  however,  belies  this  no- 
tion. Could  it  be  that  he  has  not  brought 
to  your  station  a  solid  base  of  financial  sup- 
porters? 

Two  more  small  minuses  before  I  come 
to  the  plusses.  First,  I  believe  that  you 
have  misplaced  Mandy.  I  don't  know  where 
you  get  up,  but  I  do  know  that  when  a  stu- 
dent or  working-type  stiff  (who  is  actually 
a  "night  owl")  like  myself  must  rise  at 
some  farmer's  hour  before  8  a.m.,  he  des- 
perately needs  a  hit  of  musical  uppers. 

Though  Charley  Park  has  done  a  great 
job  of  interviewing  &  bringing  on  the  air 
high  energy  &  high  consciousness  people 
and  ideas,  he  simply  has  not  been  able  to 
provide  these  uppers  except  when  reques- 
ted by  listeners.  I  sometimes  get  the  im- 
pression that  he's  playing  more  for  the 
"night  people"  (which  I  would  be  were  it 
not  for  some  of  the  realities  of  being  a  stu- 
dent) who  haven't  crashed  yet. 

The  other  minus  is  the  disappearance  of 
"The  Hump."  If  lack  of  finances  have 
been  the  cause  of  this,  please  then,  earmark 
half  of  my  money  toward  a  "hump"  fund. 

OK,  here's  what  my  tastes  say  are  plus- 
ses. The  monthly  series  of  live  "classical" 
recitals  from  the  Reunion  Theater  may  be 
the  beginning  of  a  filling  of  a  musical  gap 
which  has  existed  for  almost  three  years 
(this  is  how  long  ago  one  of  my  room- 
mates says  that  KPFT  last  did  something 
like  this  -  this  same  roommate  may  con- 
sider renewing  a  long-dead  subscription  if 
you  keep  up  this  sort  of  thing). 

One  more  plus  is  putting  Rodger  [sic] 
on  Saturday  nights.  He  sounds  like  just  a 
good  old  flower  child^  a  breed  that  has  be- 
come a  rarity  in  this  cynical  and  decadent 
decade. 

A  final  plus  is  your  "Drive  Time  News" 
[5  to  7  p.m.,  weekdays]  --  nuff  said. 

Lotsa  Luckin',  Keep  on  Truckin' 
James  P  Hounan 

[Thanks  for  the  comments,  James.  As  you 
may  know  by  now,  Huey 's  fans  (who  ob- 
viously like  his  style)  have  voted  to  keep 
him  on  the  air  by  means  of  $2500  worth 
of  donations.    The  fact  is  that  in  terms  of 
financial  support,  Huey  's  is  about  the  most 
lucrative  show  on  our  air.    Perhaps  you 
didn  7  hear  his  official  explanation  of  why 
he  howls  like  he  does,  but  if  you're  makin' 
love  to  your  woman  one  night  and  smell  a 
mixture  of  gumbo  and  beer  wafting  on  the 


breeze,  and  then  hear  a  voice  in  your  ear 
saying,  "Let  me  tell  you,  cher,  you  better 
quit  making  them  funny  noises,  "you  'II 
know  that  the  Crazy  Cajun  has  struck. 

Regarding  "The  Hump,  "it  went  away 
with  regular  use  of  Compound  H.  --  ed.J 

Huey  &  Friends  of  KPFT: 

Catching  your  second  week's  show,  Ca- 
jun, since  your  coming  back  to  the  station. 
(Would  have  caught  the  first  one,  but  was 
in  Ruston,  La.)  Gotta  say  it's  good  to  hear 
you  back  on  the  air,  Friday  night.  The  Cra- 
zy Cajun,  the  music  you  play,  the  letters 
read  for  the  inmates,  the  dedications,  the 
soulful  cut  ting-up  ...  all  round  out  the 
only  station  of  its  kind,  KPFT.  Your  pro- 
gram is  for  everyday  people,  in  the  words 
of  brother  Sly  -  and  KPFT  is  for  every 
sort  of  everyday   people. 

The  chick  calling  with  "constructive  cri- 
ticism" (telling  you  not  to  talk  and  sing  du- 
ring songs)  first  of  all,  can't  have  much  soul 
if  she  can't  understand  a  person  singing  a- 
long  with  a  song  --  we  all  doing  it  when  we 
enjoy  the  song. 

Second  of  all,  people  with  such  small 
complaints  probably  don't  have  enough  vi- 
sion to  dig  "free  radio"  (free  in  expression, 
not  necessarily  free  from  expenses  -  $). 

You  keep  expressing  yoursell ,Huey ,  on 
KPFT,  and  may  KPFT  keep  expressing  it- 
self with  Cajun  music,  T-for-Texas  music, 
rock  'n'  roll,  jazz,  German  music,  soul, 
R&B,  live  concerts,  taped  interviews,  old 
radio  programs,  etc.,  etc.   Everyday  people 
ought  to  be  able  to  find  something  they 
already  dig  in  all  that  selection,  and  they'll 
probably  learn  to  like  some  other  forms 
of  the  radio-media-people-communications. 

And  hopefully,  if  they  can  dig  it,  FREE 
of  commercials,  they'll  help  sponsor  it 
with  some  money  to  maintain  such  a  sta- 
tion. 

And  this  is  the  last  of  it,  Huey  (your 
program  incited  me  to  write  some  of  these 
thoughts  to  you  all).  Glad  to  have  you 
back,  man,  even  though  it  must  mean  less  of 
Slowly  G.  Mayor  of  Montrose  --  you  know 
she's  got  a  style. 

Freedom  of  choice,  that's  KPFT,  as  well 
as  Pearl.  Even  free  to  switch  to  that  other 
medium  that's  a  tube  and  is  sponsored  by 
a  hundred  commercials  .  .  . 

A  Supporter 

KPFT: 

Having  subscribed  for  three  years  and 
made  several  extra  contributions,  I'm  sor- 
ry to  say  I  no  longer  feel  that  the  majority 
(or  even  a  significant  minority )of  KPFT 
programming  appeals  to  me.  So  I'll  wait 
and  see  a  while  longer  before  continuing 
to  subscribe. 

Mrs.  Karen  Butler 

Praises,  gripes  or  just  plain  comments  are 
always  welcome  here.  Address  your 
letters  to:  Letters,  c/o  M-90-N,  KPFT 
Radio,  618  Prairie  St.,  Houston  77002. 


This  Year,  Give  a  Radio  Station 


You  know  how  Christmas  gifts  work:  a  friend's 
been  saying  he  wants  something  but  can't  afford 
it  -  so  you  give  it  to  him  for  Christmas. 

Maybe  you  have  a  friend  who's  been  saying  he 
can't  afford  to  subscribe  to  KPFT.    Now  here's 
your  chance.  Give  him  a  gift  subscription. 

Maybe  you've  been  saying  that  you  can't  afford 
it.  Take  our  advice  -  do  it  now.  It's  a  two-way 
gift.  You  help  us  out  and  we  give  you  a  radio 
station  and  this  magazine  every  month.  For  your 
enjoyment.  What  the  heck?  It's  Christmas. 


CHECK  ONE: 


Amount  enclosed:    $ 


I  want  to  subscribe  to  KPFT.  My  name  and  address  are  given  below. 

I  want  to  give  a  friend  a  gift  subscription  to  KPFT.  Below  is  his  or  her  name 

and  address. 

.($15  minimum  for  one  year's  subscription.  Payments  of  more 


than  $15  should  be  base  on  ability  to  pay  and  amount  of  generosity.  It's  Christmas.) 


NAME 


ADDRESS. 
CITY 


STATE 


ZIP 


(clip  and  mail  this  coupon  to  Business  Manager,  KPFT,  618  Prairie  St.,  Houston,  77002.) 
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Zodico: 

New  Directions  for 
An  Ancient  Sound 


by  Lorenzo  Thomas 

(reprinted  by  permission  from  Univer- 
sity Review,  New  York  City,  Oct.,  1974). 

Black  girl  Black  girl 

don 't  lie  to  me 
tell  me 

where  did  you  sleep 
last  night 

In  the  pines 

in  the  pines 
where  the  sun  never  shines 
&  I  shivered 
the  whole  night  through 

H.  Ledbetter 


The  Census  Bureau's  a  lie.  Head- 
ing south  on  288  out  of  Houston 
you  hit  Areola,  Fresno,  and  Roshar- 
on   where   Black   cowboys  clipclop 
along  the  highways  and  kids  learn 
to  ride   horses  almost  before  they 
can  walk.  From  the  road,  it  seems 
as  if  the  only  white  folks  in  town 
run  the  stores.  But  that's  the  Ameri- 
can way. 

Similarly*  driving  north  on  the 
Eastex  59  through  the  piney  woods 
of  East  Texas  into  Louisiana,  you'll 
come  across  unnumbered  little 
towns.  All  of  them  are  just  full  of 
Black  people  ( who-  e4se  -would  live 


way  back  up  there?)  and  you  get 
the  impression  that  there  really  are 
more  Black  than  White  people  in 
this  area,  in  spite  of  the  Census 
Bureau's  computerized  tally  and  the 
exhortations  of  Black  militants  to 
the  "22  million  people  of  Afrikan 
descent"  to  rise  up  and  do  this  or 
that. 

One  can  only  conclude  that  the 
Census  Bureau  is  a  liar  about  how 
many  niggers  (African  people)  live 
in  this  country.  And  those  Blacks 
have  been  here.  Despite  a  glut  of 
Cutlass,  Supremes  and  Buicks  .  .  . 
despite  a  chaos  of  wigs  and  corn- 
rows,  Eleganza  catalog  "keep  on 
truckin'  "  pantsuits,  Okies  in  well- 
worn  Wellington  boots,  dominoes.  .  . 
despite  all  that,  something  of  an 
African  alternative  is  deeply  rooted 
in  the  people  the  census  doesn't 
count. 

The  Gulf  Coast  Delta  consists  of 
East  Texas,  all  of  Louisiana,  and 
the  southern  part  of  Arkansas. 
Bayou  country.  The  distinctive 
thing  about  the  region  is  the  beauty 
of  the  weather  and  the  beauty  of 
the  people,  and  the  fantastic  trans- 
cultural  gumbo  that  their  creativity 
has  cooked  up. 

The  African  people  of  western 
Louisiana,  like  African  people  of 
anywhere  at  all,  live  beautiful  lives 
in  the  face  of  oppression  and  have 


Clifton  Chenier,  King  of  Zodico.  The  rest  of  the  band  appears  on  the  next  page. 
Photos  by  Ron  Moore. 


developed  a  distinctive  music.  The 
music  is  called  Zodico. 

Zodico  may  just  be  next  in  the 
recent  series  of  "discoveries"  of 
neo- African  musical  forms.  It  is  as 
individualized  as  Jamaican  reggae  or 
west  equitorial  African  high-life,  and 
it  is  responsible  for  the  liberation 
of  just  as  much  energy  in  the  Ark- 
La-Tex   region    where  it   originates. 

Zodico  is  persistent  like  a  broom 
of  pine,  yet  flexible  enough  to 
enfold  Cajun  and  Scotch-Irish  fiddle 
riffs,  Creole  lyrics,  African  vocal 
expression,  Memphis,  and  the  classic 
delta  blues.  That's  elasticism,  cou- 
sin! Eclecticism. 

The  style  can  be  traced  back  to 
the  beginning  of  this  century  and 
its  discovery  dates  back  to  the 
early  thirties.  Recorded  in  the  field 
by  a  few  record-shop  opportunists 
and  a  fearless  handful  of  liberals  in 
search  of  a  genuine  musicological 
proletariat,  Zodico  was  mistakenly 
appropriated  by  intellectual  white 
folks  under  the  banner  of  "skiffle 
music"  and,  as  such,  was  eventually 
given  over  to  the  larynxes  of  inept 
Irish  teenagers.  But  Zodico  is  no- 
thing but  Zodico,  for  all  its  varied 
roots. 

Africans  hearing  Zodico  artist 
Clifton  Chenier  insist  he  must  be  a 
new  group  from  the  Ivory  Coast  or 


a  new  direction  for  Geraldo  Pino. 
Uh  uh,  brother.  Similarly,  Ameri- 
cans listening  to  reggae  artist 
Desmond  Dekkar  for  the  first  time 
could  easily  be  persuaded  that 
"Shanty  Town"  is  Ghanaian  bush 

music  trapped  on  tape  by  some 
overzealous  Peace  Corpsman.  Not 
to  mention  Byron  Lee's  "Tom 
Drunk." 

All  this  is  to  say  that  there  is  an 
aural  continuity  to  all  modes  of 
hyphenated  African  music  that  is 
immediately  recognizable  and  also 
downright  confusing,  Zodico,  like 
reggae,  is  a  tradition-based  form 
that  somehow  also  serves  as  a 
modern  alternative  to  a  tradition 
that  can  sometimes,  under  pressure 
from  the  dominant  culture,  become 
too  demanding.  A  formal  alternative. 

Vernon  Gibbs  wrote  in  Essence 
(Sept.  1973)  that  reggae  superseded 
traditional     West    Indian     calypso 
(Mighty     Sparrow,     Fats     Greene, 
Ohaldo     Williams     et    al.)    when 
"young    Jamaicans    wanted    some- 
thing  with   slicker  airs,   something 
closer  to  American  R&B." 

Gibbs  understated  the  point. 
Calypso,  like  jazz,  has  become  a 
complex  and  sophisticated  music 
that  requires  extensive  training  for 
both  musicians  and  listeners  -  trans- 
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Roots  (con  t.  from  3) 
cultural  training.  Reggae  begins  as  a 
Caribbean     version     of     American 
R&B;    the    American    records    are 
"covered"  (often  a  fortnight  after 


their  initial  release)  by  students  of 
reggae  who  insist  on  hiring  rhythm 
sections  that  can't  play  R&B.  That's 
where  "conservatory"  people  like 
Jimmy  Cliff,  Bob  Marley  and  the 
Wailers,  and  Desmond  Dekkar  come 
from. 

Given   the    socioeconomic  situa- 
tion of  Jamaica,  the  alternative  is 
low-rated  "ethnic  music"  and  lots 
of  nappy   hair,   so   the  musicians 
continue  to  grow  and,  in  the  pro- 
cess, have  developed   a  valid  new 
musical  style.  And  the  public  loves 
every  inch  of  tape  that  bears  their 
lowdown    sound.    Eventually,   the 
result   is    a   formal    alternative   ap- 
proach to  the  tradition  of  African 
musical  expression. 

Zodico   developed  in   the  same 
way  Gibbs  claims  reggae  and  high 
life  did:  ".  .  .  fawning  attempts  by 
cultures  of  material  poverty  to  imi- 
tate the  forms  and  lifestyles  of  afar 
more  affluent  culture  that  had  im- 
posed itself  upon   tradition."  And, 
like    those   other   two   neo-African 
forms,  Zodico  is  also  an  attempt  by 
a    loving    people    to    revere    their 
ancestors1  traditions  by  utilizing  the 
best  a  junky  culture  has  to  offer. 

Zodico  does,  indeed,  have  a  pro- 
letarian personality.  While  white 
rock  stars  get  freaky,  steal  tunes 
and  make  tours  that  rake  in  the 
lines,  the  Black  originators  are 
often  forgotten.  Zodico  musicians 
have  long  been  doomed  to  Marxist 
realities  in  the  land  of  the  free  .  .  . 
working  days  in  the  Gulf  coast  oil 
refineries,  and  sometimes  buying 
Heaven  Hill  at  the  wino  ripoff 
liquor  stores. 

Sam  "Lightnin"'  Hopkins  escapes 
a  similar  fate  by  insisting  that  he 
alone  sings  the  blues.  And  Lightnin' 
is  right;  but  the  lifestyle  of  many 
Zodico  musicians  is  more  directly 
"of  the  people"  than  is  perhaps 
good  for  some  of  them.  In  the 
small  towns  of  East  Texas,  even 
preachers  cut  pulp  wood.  So  you 
know  how  musicians  fare. 

High  life   is  in   touch  with  the' 


African  orisha  (gods)  and  reggae 
has  the  Rastafarian  movement  going 
for  it,  but  Zodico  pushes  through 
on  the  shoulders  and  hips  of 
nominally  Christian  country  Blacks 
who  actually  live  Christ's  ethics  in 
the  guise  of  Saturday  night  sins. 
But  there  is  always  reverence  for 
the  ancestors. 

A  Zodico  dance  brings  together 
grandmaman  and  grandpere  along 
with  tiny  four-year-olds  doing  the 
ancient  two-step.  Everybody  eats 
poulet  gumbo  until  they  are  ready 
to  sprout  wings.  Everybody  has  a 
good  time.  As  long  as  there  is  air 
for  the  squeezebox,  friction  for  the 
rubboard  and  resin  for  the  bow, 
the  Zodico  goes  on.  And  on.  The 
wooden  floor,  made  out  of  railroad 
ties,  gives  up  and  down  under  the 

feet  of  the  dancers.  Zodico  et  pas 
sale  .  .  .  et  par  tie  dans  Lafayette! 

On  the  record,  the  music  is  no 
less  persistent.   The  cajun  anthem 
"Jolie  Blonde"   on  "Clifton.  Chen- 
ier's  Very  Best"  (Blue  Thumb,  BTS 
15)  is  an  ordinary  folk  song  done 
in  an  extraordinarily  African  style, 
very  different  from  a  white  Cajun 
interpretation  of  the  song  such  as 
Allen  Fontenot's.  On  Chenier's  re- 
cording the  language  is  Louisiana 
patois   French,  the   fiddle  is  pure 
Ozarks,   and  everything  else  spells 
out  Black  piney  woods  culture. 

Chenier  is  the  very  best  of  the 
Zodico  musicians.  He  was  born  in 
Opelousas,   La.,    and  has  lived  in 
Houston    since    1956.    His    record, 
"Eh,  Ti  Fille,"  hit  in    1958  and 
took  him   on   the  usual  rock  and 
roll  tour.  Nowadays  he  mostly  plays 
Houston,   Port    Arthur,  and  dance 
sets  in   Louisiana.   In   those  places 
his    audience    is    almost    all   Black, 
almost    all    "Frenchmen"    or    Lou- 
isiana folks;  but  at  the  recent  New 
Orleans  Jazz  and  Heritage  Festival 
in    April    1974,    Chenier   drew   an 
elbow-to-elbow,  stand-up   audience 
that  was  90  percent  young  and  75 


percent  white. 

Zodico  has  been  in   and  out  of 
American  pop  music  since  the  begin- 
ning of  the  Twentieth  Century,  but 
it    has   seldom    been   identified   as 
what  it  is.  Examples  of  the  music 
are      available     from     Leadbelly's 
"Black  Girl"  (which  he  played  on 
the     traditional     concertina)    and 
"Goodnight      Irene"      (which     he 
learned    or   composed   in    a   Texas 
prison),     through     Fats     Domino's 
Fifties  hits  which  included  numer- 
ous   musical    allusions   to    the   old 
Zodico  style. 

Recently,  the  Pointer  Sisters 
have  recorded  Alan  Toussaint's 
"Yes  We  Can  Can"  which  was 
originally  recorded  by  Louisiana 
R&B  singer  Lee  Dorsey.  Toussaint 
has  produced  sessions  for  Dr.  John 
the  Night  Tripper  (Mac  Rebbenack). 
who  is  an  explicit  Zodico  adapter; 
and    Ike    and    Tina    Turner's    hit. 


"Nutbush  (City  Limits),"  is  straight 
Zodico. 

The  relationship  between  ordin- 
ary R&B  and  Zodico  is  easily 
documented.  Chenier's  "Louisiana 
Blues"  is  simply  Blues  sung  in 
Creole.  During  his  break  he  cries: 
"Et  toi!  Et  toi  .  .  .  now  let's  hear 
the  Blues!"  He  goes  into  the  same 
Texas  Blues  riffs  Lightnin'  Hopkins 
put  down  on  "War  is  Starting 
Again"  ("Lightnin'  Strikes,"  Vee-Jay, 
out  of  print;  that  war  was  Korea) 
while  pushing  strange  airs  through 
his  accordion. 

His  "Keep  on  Scratching"  is  an 
honest  R&B  tune  based  on  the 
archaic  Mississippi  original  made 
popular  in  the  early  Sixties  by 
harmonica  player  Slim  Harpo  as 
"Scratch  My  Back."  The  Zodico 
arrangement  is  characterized  by  a 
strange  drum  riff  that  duplicates 
the  rhythms  of  Cleveland  Chenier's 
rubboard.  Keep  on  scratching,  you 
dig?  And  all  the  while,  Cliffs 
accordion  wails,  boogies,  and 
whoops.  The  standard  Gulf  Coast 
blues  spirit  shout  is  translated  into 
physical  sound. 

The    R&B   relationship  goes  fur- 
ther.   Just    as    Fats    Domino    and 
countless  others  learned  from  New 
Orleans'  fabled  Professor  Longhair, 
so   Clifton   Chenier,    D.C.   Bender 
and  other  Texas  Blues/Zodico  art- 
ists    have     learned     from    Chuck 
Berry   (not  to  mention,  of  course, 
Berry's  white  students  .   .   .   Bob 
Dylan  and  everyone  else).  Memphis 
rock,  translated  into  Creole,  comes 
out  pure  Cliff  Chenier. 

Again,  the  best  example  on 
record  is  "Eh,  'Ti  Fille,"  where  the 
verses  are  sung  in  both  Creole  and 
English,  finally  leaping  into  "hey  ba 
ba  re  bop"  which  is  North  American 
African  mimickry  of  our  original 
spirit  tongues. 

On  the  other  hand,  "Louisiana 
Two-Step"  is  straight-ahead  trad- 
Zodico.  The  two-step  is  the  original 
of  the  dance  called  the  "Popeye" 
which  was  made  popular  by  New 
Orleans'  Huey  Smith  &  the  Clowns 
way    back   in    the    Alan   Freed  era. 

After  a  visit  to  Houston,  Mike 
Ledbitter,  the  valuable  British  blues 
musicologist,  wrote  in  Nothing  But 
The  Blues  (Oak  Publications,  1971): 
"I  found  the  easiest  way  to  dance 
the  Zodico  was  to  jump  up  and 
down  on  the  spot."  Well,  we  don't 
claim  to  be  a  Balanchine  or  Laban, 
but  -  if  you  were  attentive  at  the 
prom  -  we  have  told  you  what  the 
Zodico  dance  step  really  is.  You  can 
see  it  at  any  Zodico  dance  in  Hou- 
ston or  Lafayette,  La.,  and  the 
folks  there  will  call  it  the  two-step. 
In  fact,  most  of  the  older  folks 
never  heard  of  the  "Popeye." 

And  they  never  heard  of  Blue 
Thumb  Records'  David  Rubinson 
who  produced  the  Pointer  Sisters' 
tribute  to  Alan  Toussaint's  tribute 
to  the  ancestors.  And  they  never 
heard  of  Jesse  Colin  Young,  though 


he   has  pertormed  his  own   beauti- 
fully affectionate  version  of  Zodico 
("Song  for  Juli,"  Warner  Brothers 
Records,    BS    2734),    featuring   ar- 
rangements of  Chenier's  "Lafayette 


Waltz,"  which  he  sings  in  broken 
Creole,  and  the  old  Tin  Pan  Alley 
ripoff  "Jambalaya." 

It's  out  there;  even  if  it  is  sur- 
prising  that   the   Zodico  style  has 
clandestinely  infiltrated  pop  culture 
to    the    extent   that  it   has,   while 
remaining  so  unheard.  Lately,  Chi- 
cago's    Siegel-Schwall     Band     has 
recorded  "Hey  Billie  Jean"  ("Sleepy 
Hollow,"   Wooden  Nickel  Records, 
WNS-1010)   which  insiders  will  re- 
cognize as  an  intriguing  mixture  of 
counterculture  whiteboy  blues  and 
the  Zodico. 


And  in  the  avant  garde  poetry 
magazine  Arsenal  (No.  2,  Summer 
1973),  Paul  Garon  has  a  brief  and 
cryptic  item  on  Zodico  in  which  he 
writes,  "zydeco  demands  to  be 
heard,  for  a  more  splendid  combina- 
tion of  vitality,  passion,  and  provoc- 
ative lyrics  has  rarely  appeared  in 
this  country." 

As  usual  in  this  country,  the 
audience  for  Zodico  has  been  pre- 
pared by  popularizers  of  White 
Cajun  music  such  as  Doug  Kershaw 
and  Tony  Joe  White.  Kershaw  is  the 
more  authentic  of  the  two  and 
takes  time  to  study  the  roots.  As 
far  as  popularizers  of  authentic 
Zodico  are  concerned,  Dr.  John  is 
an  honest  exploiter  of  the  culture 
that  Jerry  Reed  shamelessly  dero- 
gates. But  it  all  goes  for  opening 
the  ears  of  the  public. 

The  strong  old-timers  of  Zodico 
are   musicians  from  the  Black  Ark- 
La- Tex     towns    .    .    .    people    like 
Conrad   Fontenot,  Clarence  Carlow, 
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Late  Night  Eateries 


After 


Midnight 


by  Alison  Cook 

Where  to  go  after  midnight  when 
you're  starving,  and  you've  sworn 
off  Breakfast  Jacks,  and  Denny's 
grisly  concootions  just  won't  cut  it? 
Or  after  you've  seen  the  Steak-N- 
Egg  Kitchen's  all-night  man  pour 
your  hash  browns  -  the  ones  you 
just  KNEW  were  real  -  out  of  a 
plastic  carton? 

Big    City   News,   Warehouse    Re- 
cords   and    a    few    24-hour    hash 
houses  notwithstanding,  this  is  no 
L.A.   Houston  is  still  heir  to  that 
Southwestern    roll-up-the-sidewalks- 
it's-after-10-o'clock  legacy,  so  find- 
ing something  edible  (let  alone  pala- 
table)   in    the   dead   of  night   can 
bring   you    to    a    halt.    There    are, 
however,    a    handful    of   establish- 
ments serving  decent  food  at  hours 
most  local  restaurants  would  consi- 
der ungodly. 

Late 

Cookie's   Lounge   &   Restaurant, 
at  721  East  6V2  St.  in  the  Heights, 
exists  in  some  peculiar  sort  of  time 
warp.  For  one  thing,  Glenn  Miller's 
"Perfidia"   comes  on   the  jukebox 
and  nobody  bats  an  eye.  For  ano- 
ther, Cookie's  hasn't  got  the  word 
that   nowadays   french   fries  come 
from  the  deep  freeze  or  not  at  all. 

Whoever  slaves  over  the  back- 
room grill  is  actually  cutting  up 
potatoes,  if  you  can  believe  it.  An 
order  of  enormous  french  fries  will 
set  you  back  35  cents  here,  and 
a  pretty  good  cheeseburger  goes 
for  90  cents.  Ham  and  red-eye 
gravy  can  be  had,  but  Friday's 
payday  crowd  goes  in  for  steaks 
(the  most  expensive  is  $4.60).  Food 
can  be  ordered  as  late  as  1  a.m.  and 
maybe  even  beyond. 

Beer  at  Cookie's  costs  a  uniform 
50  cents.  On  a  good  night,  the 
latest  football  pool  winner  may  be 
feeling  expansive  and  buy  for  every- 
one. If  local  gossip  about  "just 
exactly  who  is  a  bom  loser  and 
why"   fails   to   entertain,  you  can 


mesmerize    yourself   with   running- 
water  beer  signs  or  lean   over  the 
leather-padded  bar  to  watch  snails 
cruising  up  and  down  the  fish  tank. 

And  the  jukebox!  When  some 
troubled  soiil  isn't  playing  "Between 
Lust  and  TV"  over  and  over  to 
distraction,  you  can  hear  Cookie 
and  the  Cupcakes'  "Matilda"  or 
the  world's  only  song  making  refer- 
ence to  Airline  Drive.  All  in  the 
dusk  of  what  bar  connoisseur  Roger 
Simon  deems  "Perfect  Lighting." 

Be  warned  that  the  restrooms 
here  will  not  win  any  sanitation 
awards. 

Cookie's  is  open  until  2  a.m.; 
closed   Sundays. 

Later 

Good  Creole  food  and  the  guaran- 
teed best  fried  chicken  in  town  is 
available  until  two  or  three  in  the 
morning  at  Frenchy's,  3919  Scott. 
You  may  feel  like  the  biggest  honky 
on    the    block  here,   but  don't   let 
that  deter  you.  Mind  your  parking- 
lot  manners  and  all  will  be  well. 

Frenchy's  is  a  circus-striped  clap- 
board affair  checkered  with  signs 
advertising  everything  from  red 
beans  and  rice  with  hot  Creole 
sausage  ($1.15)  to  seafood  gumbo 
($1.55).  The  gumbo  may  not  be 
jammed  with  shrimp,  but  it  defi- 
nitely has  authority.  Same  goes  for 
the  terrific  dirty  rice  with  boudin 
sausage  (80  cents). 

There's  a  good  shrimp  loaf  with 
large  fried  shrimp  and  red  sauce  on 
a  french  roll  ($1.65)  and  some 
strange,  raisined  squares  of  custardy 
bread  pudding  that  are  worth  a  try, 
if  only  as  a  curiosity  (30  cents). 

But  the  main  event  at  Frenchy's 
is  fried  chicken.  Even  if  you  don't 
LIKE  fried  chicken  particularly, 
their  well-seasoned  Version  rates  a 
crosstown  drive.  An  order  of  all 
white  meat  (3)  costs  $2.05,  all 
dark  $1.80,  or  -  if  you're  into 
volume  -  70  pieces  for  $8.90.  All 
the  above  come  with  great  numbers 
of  dismally  limp  french  fries,  rolls 


a  cut  below  Mrs.  Baird's  finest,  and 
some  searing  peppers. 

Frenchy's  is  mighty  near  Hof- 
heinz  Pavilion,  by  the  way,  and 
across  the  street  from  the  now-you- 
see-it-now-you-don't  Canvas  Cathe- 
dral. Hours  are:  11  a.m.  to  2  a.m., 
Monday  through  Thursday;  1 1  a.m. 
to  3  a.m.,  Friday  and  Saturday; 
and  7  p.m.  to  1  a.m.  on  Sunday. 


Latest 

Mrs.  Baker's,  at  the  corner  of 
Almeda  and  Southmore,  purports 
to  be  a  24-hour  donut  shop.  But 
it's  really  more  of  an  all-night  ham- 
burger stand  and  stopoff  for  some 
very  major  dudes.  As  at  Frenchy's, 
good  parking-lot  protocol  is  in  order. 

Mrs.  Baker's  primo  product  has 
to  be  the  archetypal  Good  01'  Boy 
of  Houston  hamburgerdom.  It's  the 
basic  Texas  version:  drippy  and 
kind  of  greasy,  with  quantities  of 
lettuce  and  tomatoes  and  pickles 
and  onions  sliding  around  alarming- 
ly on  the  huge  buns. 

The  meat?  Nothing  memorable, 
to  be  sure,  but  a  Mrs.  Baker's 
double-meat  double-cheeseburger 
can  be  very  satisfying  at  four  in 
the  morning.  More  modest  burgers 
start  at  80  cents.  For  "doudle"  on 
the  wall  menu,  read  "double."  The 
french  fries  aren't  bad  here,  and 
neither  is  the  coffee. 

Maybe    there's    no    one    left   in 


town  who  hasn't  been  to  Las  Cazue- 
las,  but  you  can  bet  that  people 
who  haven't  seen  the  Northside 
taqueria's  new  digs  are  in  for  a 
jaw-dropping  surprise.  Gone  is  all 
the  raunch  and  accumulated  weird- 
ness  -  the  old  clocks,  the  religious 
pictures,  the  Manpower  notices. 

Instead  we  get  prefab  neo-Colo- 
nial  arches  with  high-school-cafeter- 
ia style  white  walls.  Antiseptic  is 
what  it  is,  but  the  caldo  de  rez,  soft 
chicken  tacos,  ham  tortas,  and  aguas 
de  tamarindo  and  Jamaica  are  as 
good  as  ever.  The  food  is  still  reso- 
lutely   Mexican,   even   if  the   new 

decor   veers    to    standardized   Tex- 
Mex. 

Take   along  someone  who  reads 

Spanish    or    be    prepared    to    ask 

questions.  The  new   Las  Cazuelas 

(next  door  to  the  old  Las  Cazuelas 

at    Fulton   and   Quitman)   is  open 

24  hours  a  day. 

[Alison  Cook  has  written  for  the 
Houston  Journalism  Review,  the 
Houston  Business  Journal.! 


M-90-N  Note: 

After  this  story  was  written,  we 
received  word  of  a  new  after-mid- 
night spot.  The  La  Bodega  Cafe  will 
be  open  from  midnight  to  noon 
beginning  Dec.  3.  The  cafe  will 
serve  Texas-style  breakfasts  and 
light  lunches  for  late-nighters  and 
into-the-morning-ers.  Promises  to  be 
good. 
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Rumpleforeskin's  Column 


by  Paul  Krassner 

Ken  Kesey  was  on  his  way  to  co- 
ver the  Pyramids  for  Rolling  Stone. 
A  bunch  of  us  got  together  for  a 
few  days  sendoff  in  San  Francisco. 

In  a  Chinese  restaurant  on  Satur- 
day night,  the  service  was  bad. 
After  half  an  hour  of  being  ignored 
by  the  waiter,  I  went  to  another 
table  and  brought  back  some  deli- 
cious leftovers  from  the  previous 
customers. 

Kesey   saw   this  as  having  great 
ecological    significance.    I    saw    it 
as    the    basis   for   a   chain   of  rest- 
aurants  called   "Leftovers." 

He  and  I  left  for  a  debate  in 
OhiOj  and  then  he  went  on  to 
Egypt. 

"Not  to  find  God,"  he  said 
"Everybody    does   that.    I'm   going 


to  find  the  secret  of  Pyramid  oil." 

*  *  * 

A  man  named  Mike  Moloso  of 
Phoenix  applied  for  a  high  position 
with  a  corporation  involved  with 
the  development  of  solar  energy. 
Among  his  qualifications  was  the 
responsibility  for  getting  rid  of  the 
hippie  element  at  Shakey's  Pizza 
parlors. 

He  wasn't  hired.  And  the  per- 
sonnel department  neglected  to  ask 
exactly  what  his  methods  had  been. 
But  if  you  happen  to  identify  with 
the  hippie  element,  and  have  ever 
had  any  kind  of  hassle  at  Shakey's, 
let  me  know,  so  I  can  put  together 
some  kind  of  composite  pattern. 

There  are  now  500  Shakey's  in 
the  U.S.  They  plan  to  have  two 
thousand  franchises  in  this  country 
before  they  expand  into  other  areas 
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and  other  products  as  American  as 
pizza  pie. 

*  *  * 

Have  you  been  checking  out  the 
propaganda  in  comic  strips  lately? 
Dick  Tracy   is  the   most  notorious. 
His  "Crimestoppers"  are  the  secret 
dreams  of  Att.  Gen.  William  Saxbe. 

Li'l  Abner  continues  to  have 
Mammy  Yokum  sound  more  and 
more  like  the  political  guru  of 
Little    Orphan    Annie. 

Steve  Canyon's  wife.  Summer, 
walks  along  thinking:  "Ever  since 
Watergate,  people  treat  intelligence 
work  as  if  it  were  a  no-no!  Which 
must  be  good  news  to  the  bad  guys 
around  the  world  who  are  waiting 
for  the  United  States  to  crack! 

And  when  Mike  Nomad  fails  to 
report  for  work,  Steve  Roper  goes 
to  the  police,  inspiring  this  dialogue: 

First   cop:    "Your  story   fills  in 
some  blanks,   Roper!   There  was  a 
strange  happening  at  the  fairgrounds 
tonight!" 

Second  cop:  "Yeah!  Some  freak 
shot  out  the  tires  of  a  volunteer 
traffic  control   car!" 

No  wonder  Doonesbury  runs  in- 
to occasional  censorship. 


Professional  psychics  sometimes 
get   leads  from  government  intelli- 
gence sources.   Jeanne  Dixon's  pre- 
dictions  generally    served    as  trial 
balloons  for  the  Nixon  administra- 
tion. Now,  Ernest  Villanueva,  "Am- 
erica's Most  Accurate  Psychic,"  has 
prophesied  that  George  Wallace  will 
be  elected  President  in  1976. 

Investigators  for  Wallace  have 
linked  up  his  attempted  assassina- 
tion by  Arthur  Bremer  with  the 
White  House  plumbers.  His  wife 
Cornelia  discusses  this  in  McCall's 
magazine  -  obviously  with  George's 


blessing  and  proofreading  -  though 
he  then  coyly  denies  any  such 
accusation. 

Moreover,  his  people  have  come 
up  with  incredible  data  on  how  the 
Rockefeller  bank  trust  has  financed 
the    Russian    and    Chinese    revolu- 
tions,  debts   still  being  paid   back. 

In  order  to  have  an  anti-Commu- 
nist regime  such  as  the  United 
States,  there  must  be  successful 
Communist  regimes  to  be  hyped 
as  our  potential  enemy.  This  keeps 
the  munitions  industries  speeding 
along,  and  justifies  interference  in 
under-developed  nations  as  well  as 
the  "destabilization"  of  Chile  as  a 

dress  rehearsal  for  America. 

*  *  * 

Tim  Leary  remains  a  Prisoner  of 
War,   as  the   battle   for  our  hearts 
and    minds   goes   on    its   propagan- 
dists  way. 

The    Godfather    goes    on    televi- 
sion with  virtually  all  its  hard-core 
violence  intact.  Whereas   The  Pres- 
ident's Analyst  goes  on  TV  with  the 
positive   LSD  dosing  scene  deleted. 

"I  never  knew  it  could  be  like 
this,"  James  Coburn  said  as  he 
settled  into  sweet  acid  lovemaking. 

"We  don't  want  anyone  to  know 
it    could    be    like    that,"    say    the 
censors  disguised  as  Continuity  Ac- 
ceptance. 

Ironically,  actor  Coburn  was  on 
the  original  Leary  Defense  Commit- 
tee   when    he    first    got    busted   a 

decade   ago. 

*  *  * 

[Paul  Krassner  is  Editor  and  Zen 
Bastard  of  The  Realist  ($3  a  year 
and  author  of  How  a  Satirical 
Editor  Became  a  Yippie  Conspir- 
ator in  Ten  Easy  Years  ($7).  both 
available  from  The  Realist,  Main 
PO  Box  4027,  San  Francisco,  Calif, 
94101.1 
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Bottlemania 


by  Annie  Morris 

"When    I    think    of    having    to 
move,"  Victoria  said   with   a  shud- 
der,  "it   puts   me   into  a   frenzy." 
This  bit  of  information  was  not  in 
the  least  surprising,  considering  that 
Victoria  owns  several  thousand  valu- 
able  bottles  of  every  shape,  color, 
size,  and  kind.  "If  I  had  to  move, 
I  myself  would  rent  a  truck,  pack 
up   my   bottles  and   drive  to  my 
destination.  Definitely  -  I  myself!" 
Fortunately,  Victoria  has  no  imme- 
diate plans  for  moving. 

All  else  aside,  she  might  have 
a  slight  problem  in  trying  to  sell  her 
home  -  it's  painted  bright  purple. 

Victoria  likes  to  call  her  house 
the  "Amethyst  Adventure":  ame- 
thyst, because  of  its  color;  adven- 
ture, because  of  its  unusual  con- 
tents. But  the  house  deserves  an 
alternate  title.  "Museum  of  Con- 
temporary Culture"  is  not  inap- 
propriate. 

"I'm  a  slave  to  my  collection 
and  my  house,"  Victoria  said  as 
she  led  me  from  the  porch  to  the 
kitchen.  The  immaculate  wooden 
floors  and  the  meticulous  arrange- 
ment of  bottles,  wall  decorations 
and  other  paraphernalia  assured  me 
that  she  wasn't  exaggerating. 

Even  the  middle  room,  crammed 
full  of  bottles,  was  orderly  and  spot- 
less. It  resembled  the  kind  of  scene 


you  might  find  in  a  novel  by 
Dickens.  Tall  wooden  shelves,  each 
against  each  other  and  the  four 
walls;  on  each  shelf  rested  10  to 
20  sparkling  bottles  all  in  such  fine 
neat  rows  that  they  looked  like 
miniature  soldiers  standing  at  atten- 
tion. 

My  gaze,  however,  was  soon  di- 
verted   from    the    bottles    to    the 
weird  assortment  of  license  plates, 
soda  pop  ads  and  other  miscellanea 
that   lined   the   walls   between  the 
tops  of  the  shelves  and  the  ceiling. 
Gleaming  golds  and  blacks  and  Co- 
ca Cola  reds  insistenly  pulled  my 
eyes  away  from  the  delicate  blues 
and  greens  of  the  bottles. 

Victoria  began  to  talk  to  me 
about  her  bottles,  and  we  sat  down 
at  a  shiny  red  tin  table  that  she  had 
made  from  a  Sun  Drop  advertising 
sign  and  a  telephone  spool. 

Soda    bottles   with   enameled   la- 
bels  were   her   specialty,  she  said, 
and   she   pulled   one    with   a   little 
beaver    painted    on    the    front   off 
the    shelf   to    show    me.    "I    have 
1,580  of  these  enameled  soda  bot- 
tles. I've  got  one  from  every  state 
but  Alaska   and   Nevada,"  she  said 
proudly.    Victoria  also   boasts   164 
foreign    soda    bottles.    "When    my 
friends  visit   a    foreign   country,    I 
tell    them,    'Bring    me  a   soda   bot- 
tle. That's  all  I  need  to  make  me 
happy.' 

Victoria's  eclectic  assortment  is 


not  only  large  in  quantity,  but  also 
superior  in  quality.  "All  of  my  bot- 
tles are  perfect  or  near  perfect,"  she 
said.   "Anything  that's  chipped  de- 
creases   in    value    by    50    percent. 
I  have  to  pass  up  chipped  bottles  - 
and  it  hurts." 

I  asked  Victoria  to  show  me  her 
most   prized    bottles.    Without    hes- 
sitation,    she    strode   to   a   shelf  at 
the    other   end   of  the    room   and 
from   the  myriad  of  green,  brown, 
blue  and  amethyst  colored  bottles, 
she  selected  a  small,  inconspicuous, 
transparent  soda  bottle.  With  a  sat- 
isfied smile,  she  gingerly  placed  it 
in  my  hands. 

On  the  front  was  painted  the 
red,  white,  blue,  and  gold  seal  of 
the  Vice  President  of  the  United 
States,  complete  with  eagle.  The 
words,  "Bottled  for  the  Honorable 
Lyndon  B.  Johnson"  circled  the 
neck.  The  valuable  bottle  was  one 
of  240  specially-made  Canada  Dry 
Club  Soda  bottles.  Johnson  had 
ordered  the  bottles  for  an  inaugural 
barbecue  given  at  his  Texas  ranch 
in   1961,  Victoria  explained. 

1  was  still  exclaiming  over  this 
objet  d'art  when  Victoria  presented 
me  with  another  remarkable  bottle. 
This  one  was  colorless,  but  was 
embossed  clearly  on  the  front  with 
the  prim  figure  of  Queen  Victoria. 
I  glanced  at  my  hostess;  she  was 
glowing.  "I  have  two  'Victoria' 
bottles,"  she  said  gleefully.  "I  col- 


lect  anything   with   the  naim.    v  ic- 
toria  on  it,  and  I'm  just  real  proud 
of  them,"  she  said. 

We  moved  into  the  kitchen,  and 
while  I  sipped  a  Dr.  Pepper  and 
examined  Victoria's  vast  collection 
of  milk  bottles,  she  related  in  detail 
the  genesis  of  her  bottlemania. 

It  began  only  four  years  ago 
at  a  Houston  flea  market  -  fertile 
ground  for  the  development  of  any 
collection  from  bottles  to  elephant 
tusks.  Victoria  said  that  although  a 
friend  "got  hung  up  on  the  bot- 
tles" they  saw,  she  herself  "wasn't 
too  interested."  But  as  the  months 
went  by,  and  she  saw  the  odd  vari- 
eties of  medicine,  beer,  cosmetic, 
whiskey  and  perfume  bottles,  her 
interest  grew. 

In    October   of    1971,    Victoria 
went    on    her    first    "dig"    in    Cat 
Spring,    Tex.    -  a   momentous  oc- 
casion.   "I    found    an    old    dump 
located  next  to  a  railroad  track.  I 
got    out    my    shovel    and    started 
digging  and  I  dug  all  day,"  Victoria 
said.  But  finding  nothing  of  value, 
she  left  the  dump  to  search  the  sur- 
rounding buildings  and  fields.  Her 
diligence  was  rewarded.  She  finally 
had  found  the  bottle  of  her  dreams  - 
an  enameled  Sun  Burst  bottle  from 
Arkansas. 

She  obliged  me  with  an  explan- 
ation: "For  some  reason,"  and 
she  pondered  a  minute;  "Well,' let's 
see,"  she  said.  "I've  always  been 
a  Razorback  fan.  When  I  saw  the 
Sun  Burst,  I  said,  'This  is  it!'  And 
I  decided  I  would  collect  enameled 
soda  bottles." 

But  it  wasn't  too  long  before  Vic- 
toria  had   exhausted    the  available 
supply    of  soda   bottles,   and   frus- 
trated, she  was  forced  to  move  in 
new   directions.   She  started  to  col- 
lect, and  now  owns  210  "Hutchin- 
son"   bottles,    antiques    that    date 
back   to   the    mid-1 800 Y  She  also 
acquired   an  extensive   milk  bottle 
collection,  as  well  as  "a  few  odds 
and  ends  in  whiskey  bottles." 

Eager  to  show  me  some  of  these, 
she  led  me  to  a  corner  of  the  living 
room  where  she  had  several  of  them 
arranged  in  a  large  wooden  display 
case.  She  flicked  a  switch,  and  sud- 
denly the  dark  glass  objects,  illum- 
inated from  behind  by  lights,  were 
transformed   into   brightly  colored 
bottles    of   diversified    shapes   and 
sizes.    Victoria   had   rigged  the  dis- 
play for  a  contest  sponsored  by  the 
Gulf   Coast    Bottle    and    Jar  Club 
(and   won  a  second  place).  A  big 
ruby  red  Schlitz  1950  beer  bottle 
was    the    most    unusual    specimen. 
"It   took  one  sixtieth  of  an  ounce 
of  gold  to  perfect  each  bottle,  Vic- 
toria said  with  unrestrained  admir- 
ation. 

She  invited  me  to  browse  around 
and  examine  the  bottles  of  my 
choice.  I  was  grateful  for  the  op- 
portunity, as  my  mind  was  boggled 
by  the  profusion  of  "junk"  that 
surrounded  me.  My  gaze  wandered 
over  a  multitude  of  license  plates, 
an  Argentinian  money  belt,  and 
a  rug  from  Saudi  Arabia;  then 
my  eyes  fell  on  a  bright  red  sign 
that  said:  "Drink  Dr.  Pepper  - 
Good  for  Life!"  (Victoria  collects 
any  advertisement  related  to  the 
soft   drink    industry.) 

Just  underneath  the  sign  was  a 
large    green    bottle    in    the    shape 
of  a  fish.   Victoria  saw  my  glance. 
"Oh,  I'm  a  Pisces,"  she  smiled.  "I 
collect  anything  that  has  to  do  with 

cont.  on  20 
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THE  HAWKLINE  MONSTER,  A 

Gothic  Western.  By  Richard  Brauti- 
gan. Simon  and  Schuster.   216  pp. 

$5.95. 

When  Professor  Hawkline's  earlier 
"experiment"  ate  the  family  dog  in 
full  view  of  a  wedding  reception  be- 
ing held  in  the  neighbor's  garden, 
the  Professor  decided  it  was  time  to 
leave  Boston  and  move  his  labora- 
tory, and  his  beautiful  twin  daugh- 
ters, out  west. 

He  settled  in  a  remote  part  of 
Eastern  Oregon  between  the  towns 
of  Brooks  and  Billy,  so  named  in 
remembrance  of  the  pioneer  bro- 
thers Paterson  who  killed  each  other 
in  1881  in  a  gunfight  over  the 
ownership  of  five  chickens.  Now, 
21  years  later,  Brooks  is  the  country 
seat,  "but  the  people  who  live  in 
Billy   always  say,   'Fuck    Brooks'." 

Professor  Hawkline  built  his  new 
house  smack-dab  on  top  of  some  ice 
caves.   So,  in  July  1902,  Hawkline 
Manor,  a  beautiful  yellow  Victorian 
mansion,  is  surrounded  by  a  peren- 
nial snowcap.  The  Professor's  labor- 
atory  is  in  the  basement  of  the 
mansion,  sealed  off  from   the  rest 
of  the  house  by  a  large  steel  door. 
And,  in   like  manner,  a  steel  door 
separates  the  laboratory   from   the 
ice  caves  where  dwells  the  fearsome 
Hawkline  Monster. 

The  Hawkline  sisters,  feeling  an 
unusual  draft  one  day,  descend  into 
the  laboratory  to  find  the  door  to 
the  ice  caves  open  and  their  father 
missing,   a   victim   of  the  monster. 
Pledged   to  carry  on  their  father's 
experiments,  the  sisters  seal  off  the 
cave   but    fear   that  the  monster  - 
who  by  now  makes  a  terrible  racket 
screaming    and    beating   his   tail   a- 
gainst  the  steel  door  -  will  break 
free  and  eat  them  too. 

And  so  the  story  begins  with  a 
beautiful   Indian   girl,  Magic  Child, 
who   finds   Greer  and  Cameron,  a 
pair  of  hired  guns  resting  up  in  a 
Portland   whorehouse   after   an   un- 
pleasant and   unsuccessful  business 
trip  to  Hawaii.  For  pocket  money 
on    the    return    trip    they    kill    a 
Chinaman  in  San  Francisco's  China- 
town  that   some  other   Chinamen 
want  killed: 

"Where's  he  at?"  Greer  said. 
"Next  door"  the  head  China- 


man said.  Greer  and  Cameron 
went  next  door  and  killed  him. 
.  .  .  They  didn't  put  any  lace 
on  their  killings. 

Greer  and  Cameron  exude  com- 
petence, and  Magic  Child  hires  them 
on     the    spot.     They    pack     their 
equipment  -  a  30:40  Krag,  a  25:35 
Winchester,   a    sawed-off   12-gauge 
shotgun,  two  .38  caliber  revolvers, 
and  an  automatic  .38  caliber  pistol 
Cameron  bought  in  Hawaii,  former- 
ly  used    for   killing   Filipino   insur- 
gents ("it  kills  one  of  those  bastards 
so  dead  that  you  need  two  graves 
to  bury  him  in")  -  and  set  off  with 
Magic    Child    to    kill   the   monster 
that  lives  in  the  ice  caves. 

Richard    Brautigan    is    a    genius. 
He's    taken   the   worn-out    B-grade 
horror    movie   plot    (mad   scientist, 
beautiful  girl  assistant,  young  hand- 
some hero,  monster)  and  created  a 
new,  fresh,  funny  story  that  outdoes 
his  best  earlier  fiction.  And  that's 
strong   praise    because    I    think  A 
Confederate  General  from  Big  Sur 
is    about    the    funniest   book   ever 
written. 

Here,  Brautigan's  characters  have 
personalities  superbly  defined  and 
described    -   alike,   yet   subtly   dif- 
ferent.  Greer  is  strong,   tough,  de- 
cisive. Cameron  is  tough,  reflective, 
analytical.    Together   they    form   a 
pair    whose   personalities   are   clari- 
fied  by  comparison.  This  method 
of   comparison    recurs   throughout 
the  book:  Greer  and  Cameron,  Ma- 
gic  Child  and   Miss  Hawkline,  the 
towns    of    Brooks    and    Billy,   and 
the   most    curious  pair  of  all:   the 

Hawkline  monster  itself. 

Brautigan    writes  with   a   simpli- 
city  and   clarity   that   is  deceiving. 
What   first  appears  to  be  a  simple 
little   story   is   a   complex,   meticu- 
lously-constructed   masterpiece,    a 
gothic  western.   He  is  able  to  give 
his    reader    insight    into    his    char- 
acters with  a  sentence  or  two.  Like 
Hemingway,  who  disdained  the  use 
of  adjectives,  Brautigan  pares  down 
his   prose   to   the  simple,  essential 
core.  What  seems  merely  the  easiest 
way    of    saying    something    is    no 
doubt   the  product  of  tortuous  re- 
write. 

Indeed,  we've  waited  long  enough 
for  this  little  book,  and   the  wait 


was  worth  it.  This  one  will  be  a 
classic;  unfortunately  doomed  to 
be  studied,  dissected  and  analyzed 
by  students  of  literature.  Not  that 
the  book  can't  stand  close  scrutiny, 
it  can.  But  impish  Brautigan  no 
doubt  had  something  more  import- 
ant in  mind:  pure  tongue-in-cheek 
enjoyment. 

Cameron    says  it   all   in   one  of 
many  passages  that  will  stick  with 
you.    He    has   a    habit,    consistent 
with  his  analytical  personality,  of 
counting  everything-  hills,  gunshots, 
Chinamen,    hoof    steps,    even    the 
Hawkline     twins         ("  'One,  two,' 
Cameron    said.").   Greer   is   mildly 
surprised  that  Cameron  has  figured 
out  the  mystery  of  the  Hawkline 
monster,   but   Cameron   calmly  ex- 
plains: 

"I  count  a  lot  of  things 
that  there's  no  need  to  count," 
Cameron  said.  "Just  because 
that's  the  way  I  am.  But  I 
count  all  the  things  that  need 
to  be  counted." 

This    fine   little   book   is   Brauti- 
gan's best.  You'll  love  it. 
-Dick  DeGuerin 

I  Dick  DeGuerin  is  a  member  of  the 
KPFT  local  advisory  board  and  for- 
mer law  partner  of  Percy  Foreman.  I 


AMERICAN     FRIED.    By    Calvin 
Trillin.   Doubleday.   215  pp.  $6.95 

American  Fried  is  a  funny  book 
about  that  most  entertaining  of  sub- 
jects:   food.    It   puts   forward   two 
ideas  that  are  not  likely  to  jibe  with 
orthodox    American    food-thought, 
however. 

The  first  is  that  eating  is  a  divine 
pastime  of  which  one  can  never  get 
enough  (the  author  tolerates  no 
serious  discussion  of  diets  or  any 
other  form  of  restricted  food  con- 
sumption). 

The  second  holds  that  the  best 
eating  in  America  is  to  be  done  as 
far  as  possible  from  restaurants 
servipg  up  what's  generically  labeled 
"Continental  Cuisine." 

In  a  country  where  half  the 
restaurants  are  fast-food  franchises 
and  the  other  half  offer  a  menu  of 
ersatz  French,  Italian  or  German 
dishes,  where  then  do  you  eat? 
Answers  Calvin  Trillin,  American- 
cookery  xenophobe:  at  places 
where  good  local  cooking  has  been 
treasured  and  perfected  through  the 
years;  be  that  at  drug  store,  diner, 
corner  bistro,  or  a  barbecue  shed 
ten    miles   outside    the   city    limits. 

Calvin  Trillin  is"  now  a  resident  of 
New    York,    but    he    grew    up    in 
Kansas  City,  Mo.,  a  stroke  of  luck 
he  throws  up  in  our  faces  no  fewer 
than   a   dozen   times   in   American 
Fried.  Kansas  City,  we  soon  learn, 
is   the   site   of  Winstead's  Drive-in 
arid    Jess   and    Kim's    Kansas   City 
Strip   Sirloin.   And   of  greatest  im- 
portance, it's  the  home  of  Arthur 
Bryant's   Barbecue   ("long  acknow- 
ledged as  the  single  best  restaurant 
in  the  world").  These  will  be  the 
touchstones. 

It's  not  that  Trillin  hasn't  scoured 
the  country  for  good  places  to  eat. 


He  once  flew  to  the  West  Coast  to 
sample  a  hamburger  said  to  rival 
Winstead's.  (It  didn't.) 

He  thinks  that  the  Cajun  parishes 
"constitute  just  about  the  only 
section  of  the  United  States  in 
which  good  food  is  taken  as  the 
norm  in  any  kitchen,  public  or 
private." 

Two  very  funny  chapters  tell 
you  more  about  ethnic  eating  in 
Manhattan  than  you  thought  you'd 
ever  know.  Still,  at  any  point  in 
the  book,  when  you  sense  a  culin- 
ary judgment  in  the  offing,  you 
can  bet  that  mention  of  Arthur 
Bryant's  Barbecue  will  turn  up. 

Perhaps  to  fend  off  protests  that 
Trillin's  Kansas  City  past  has 
biased  his  tastebuds,  he  turns  oc- 
casionally to  other  regional  food 
authorities.  None  is  cited  so  often 
as  Fats  Goldberg,  the  New  York 
pizza  baron  whose  lifelong  battle 
with  obesity  has  made  him  an 
authority  on  eating.  It's  with  Gold- 
berg that  Trillin  would  like  to  go 
partners  on  either  of  two  restaurant 
ideas. 

One,  to  be  called  "Slim  Pickin's," 
would  feature  "whichever  four  or 
five  diets  are  selling  more  than  a 
million  books  that  week,"  and 
which,  because  of  the  diversity  of 
what  each  regimen  stresses  and 
excludes,  would  be  able  to  serve 
virtually  anything. 

The  other  restaurant  would  be 
called  "Ah  Fat!"  -  an  eater's  Eden 
designed  to  make  hungry  people 
happy  while  doing  what  they  like 
most.  There  a  wall  plaque  might 
read  "Clean  Your  Plate."  A  notice 
on  the  menu  would  say  "All  Dishes 
Cooked  in  Butter  Unless  Pure  Lard 
is  Appropriate." 

Trillin's   appetite   for  food  is  ri- 
valed only  by  his  taste  for  metaphor, 
of    which    at    least    one    garnishes 
every  page.  As  an  example,  where 
else  might  you  read  of  a  resident  of 
Columbus,  Ohio,  who  looks  toward 
the  better  food  of  Cincinnati  "with 
the  kind  of  envious  expression  that 
a   shameless   profligate    trapped   in 
some  particularly  pious  Judean  vil- 
lage must  have  worn  when  discus- 
sing life  in  Sodom." 

Trillin  comes  to  American  Fried 
with  a  prose  style  honed  to  perfec- 
tion in  lus  years  as  a  staff  writer  for 

the    New    York    magazine    where, 
since     1967,    he    has    authored    a 
series  called  "U.S.  Journal." 

American  Fried  is  worth  reading 
simply  to  see  that  there  are  still 
writers  who  perceive  and  can  utilize 
the  possibilities  of  the  essay  style. 

Toward    the    end    of    the   book, 
there    is   a    mock-serious    moment. 
An   apprehensive   Trillin   fantasizes 
about   the    "One    Big   Kitchen,"   a 
1984  nightmare   in  which  the  Mar- 
riot    Corporation's    stronghold    on 
the  fast-food  business  and  its  mono- 
chrome cuisine  culminates  in  federal 
suppression  of  creamed  com,  sum- 
mer   sausage,    she-crab    soup,    and 
Arthur  Bryant's  Barbecue.  If  there 
ever  was  a  man  willing  to  slay  that 
monster-vision,    it's    Calvin    Trillin, 
undaunted   prophet   crying   in   the 
gastronomic    wilderness.     Food    is 
paradise     now,    if    we     can    learn 
where  to  look  for  it. 
-Karl  Kilian 


M-90-N  &  W.R. 


8 


Motion 


Relocation 

Becomes 

Reality 


Goodbye  Downtown! 


The  coming  of  the  new  year  will 
mark  a  new  era  in  the  history  of 
Houston  radio.  That  is  when  KPFT, 
Houston's  listener-supported  radio 
station,  will  make  the  biggest  trans- 
ition in  its  five-year  existence  as  it 
moves  out  of  downtown  Houston 
into  the  heart  of  the  community. 

Though  the  move  may  not  have 
great  physical  implications,  it  has 
philosophical     implications    which 
reach  to  the  roots  of  what  KPFT 
is  all  about.  In  effect,  this  radio  sta- 
tion -  which  claims  to  be  a  public- 
access   medium   and  which  thrives 
on  community  support  rather  than 
commercial  support  for  its  existence 
-  will  be  ending  five  years  of  physi- 
cal isolation  in  the  sterile  environ- 
ment  of  downtown   Houston  and 
will  move  into  the  midst  of  the 
people  it  serves. 

Ever  since  last  June's  Relocation 
Operation,    KPFT    watchers    have 
wondered   when   the  radio  station 
would  actually  accomplish  the  move, 
for  which  some  $22,000  was  genera- 
ted in   order  to  make   a  downpay- 


ment  on  the  new  house.      Now  it 
will   happen. 

For  several  months  since  the  ini- 
tial downpayment  closed  the  deal 
on  KPFT's  new  home  at  419  Lovett 
Blvd.,  the  station  has  been  waiting, 
hoping  for  funds  which  would  allow 
the  purchase  of  vital  equipment 
to  "move  into  the  new  house  and 
move  in  right."  But  since  no  funds 
have  materialized,  the  station  has 
decided  to  make  the  move  with  its 
current  delapidated  equipment. 

During  the  month  of  December, 
KPFT  will  be  renovating  the  new 
house,  building  studios  and  bodily 
transporting  an  entire  radio  station 
into  the  heart  of  the  peaceful  Mon- 
trose district.  And  that's  no  simple 
task. 

The    work,    scheduled    to   begin 
Dec.   7,  will   require  a  minor  army 
of  carpenters,  electricians,  junk  hau- 
lers and  other  miscellaneous  profes- 
sional and  volunteer  workers  to  dis- 
assemble walls,  ceilings,  floors,  win- 
dows,   wires,    knobs,    ducts,     and 
furniture  at  the  downtown  location, 
transport  each  piece  over  a  distance 
of  about  two  miles,  and  reconstruct 
the  whole  mess  at  419  Lovett  Blvd. 
And  all  of  this  must  be  done  before 
Jan.    1,  when   the  lease  expires  on 
the  downtown  studios.  So  it  looks 
like  KPFT  will  need  all  the  help  it 
can  get. 

Master  planners  of  the  entire 
scheme  are  architects  Danny  Samu- 
els and  Peter  Papademetriou.  Toge- 
ther, they  have  carefully  mapped 
out  the  renovation  required  to  trans- 
form the  former  art  gallery  into  the 
future  headquarters  of  KPFT. 

One  major  article  KPFT  had 
hoped  to  obtain  -  had  the  extra 
funds  materialized  -  was  a  new 
control  board,  which  would  have 
reduced  switchover  time  to  a  few 
minutes  at  most.  As  it  stands, 
though,  the  station  will  have  to  go 
off  the  air  for  about  one  week 
while  the  old  control  board  is 
ripped  out  of  downtown  and  rein- 
stalled at  the  new  house. 

The  dates  for  this  operation  have 
already  been  set.  KPFT  will  go  off 
the  air  at  midnight  on  Christmas 
night  and  return  -  broadcasting 
from  the  new  house  -  on  New 
Year's  Eve,  starting  off  with  Jerry 
Jeff  Walker  live  from  Liberty  Hall. 

During  the   time   that   KPFT  is 


off  the  air,  special  broadcasts  will 
be    made    directly    from    the    trans- 
mitter each  night  at  7  p.m.,  report- 
ing on  interesting  news  of  the  day 
and  the  progress  of  the  move. 

Even  though  the  move  will  not 
be  made  in  the  style  that  was 
originally  planned,  it  will  be  done 
in  the  highest  of  spirits.  For  ten 
days  before  the  Christmas  night 
signoff,  KPFT  will  hold  a  major 
on-air  fund-raising  party  a  la  Relo- 
cation Operation  (although  some- 
what less  intense  and  hopefully 
much  more  enjoyable).  A  realistic 
fund-raising  goal  has  been  set  at 
$1,000  a  day  for  the  ten  days,  in 
order  to  help  KPFT  foot  the  cost 
of  construction  and  moving. 

All  former  associates  of  the  sta- 
tion (including  old  staff,  board, 
volunteers,  subscribers  and  general 
supporters)  will  be  invited  up  to 
drink  beer,  party,  and  reminisce 
about  the  station's  past  and  hopes 
for  the  future. 

The   drive    has   tentatively   been 
given  such  names  as  "the  Disloca- 
tion Operation"  and  "Cleaning  Up 
OurAct."  But  whatever  it's  called, 
it  promises  to  bring  many  interest- 
ing guests  (both  musical  and  other- 
wise), plus  it  will  hopefully  generate 
enough    funds   and   enthusiasm   to 
help  KPFT  move  to  its  new  location 
with   a   "clean   slate,"   wiping   out 
old    debts   and   generating   enough 
physical  energy   to  accomplish  the 
task. 

Sometime  around  Christmas  night, 
the  party  will  end  and  the  actual 
move  will  begin.  By  that  time,  the 
new  house  will  have  been  renovated 
sufficiently  so  that  workers  down- 
town   will   be    able   to   put   sledge- 
hammers to  walls  and  begin  carting 
the  rubble  away  to  the  new  location. 

Thus  will  end  Phase  I  of  KPFT, 
in  which  the  station  came  into  being 
as  the  first  of  its  kind  in  Houston, 
was  subsequently  bombed  off  the 
air  twice,  stumbled  around  for  seve- 
ral years  through  desperate  financial 
crises,   and    then   finally  pulled  to- 
gether the  resources  and  energy  to 
move   out   of  the  desert  of  down- 
town Houston  into  the  community 
itself.  And  if  KPFT  is  truly  a  com- 
munity radio  station  supported  by 
its   listeners,   that   is   where  it  has 
always    belonged:    out   there   with 
the  people. 


The  House  That  Uncle  Beamley  Built. 
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ACE  &  GRAIL 

Two  of  KPFT's  finest  nave  team- 
ed up  this  month  to  bring  you  the 
all  new  Ace  &  Grail  show.  Ace 
Paladino,  formerly  on  from  noon  to 
2  p.m.  weekdays,  has  moved  in  with 
the  Slowly  Grail,  Mayor  of  Mont- 
rose, on  the  evening  shift,  Tuesdays 
through  Saturdays. 

Together,  they  will  bring  you  a 
new  blend  of  music,  guests,  per- 
formers, and  interviews,  plus  live 
remote  broadcasts  from  Liberty 
Hall  on  Thursday  nights  and  from 
Anderson  Fair  on  Saturday  nights. 

Tune  in  to  Ace  &  Grail.  They've 
got  BALANCE  (the  snappy  Ace 
and  the  Slowly  G.),  they've  got 
STYLE,  they've  got  RHYTHM,  and 
they'll  bring  you  PRODUCED  AND 
IMPROMPTU  MADNESS. 

What  more  could  you  ask  for? 


THE  WILLIE  NELSON  CONTEST 

The  Magic  Cowboy  Band,  heard 
Sundays  from  2  to  6  p.m.,  spon- 
sored a  drawing  in  November  in 
which  one  couple  could  win  a  night 
out  with  Willie  Nelson.  Over  500 
entries  were  received  and  the  chosen 
couple  turned  out  to  be  Evelyn  and 
Richard  Stilwedel. 

The  StilwedeTs  were   treated  to 
a  night  of  riproaring  entertainment 
at  Gilley's  in  Pasadena,  where  Willie 
Nelson  played  on  Nov.  21.  Hosted 
by    KPFT's   Good    Ole   Uncle   Bob 
and   John   Stuckey,  the  Stilwedels 
received    red    carpet    treatment    in- 
cluding a   front    row  seat  directly 
in    front    of    Willie,    all    the    free 
booze  and  eats  they  could  consume, 
and  a  chance  to  chat  with  Willie  and 
get  his  autograph. 

Uncle  Bob  reports  that  it  was  a 
hell  of  a  good  time  that  night,  with 
Willie  Nelson  playing  for  three  hours 
and' a  guest  appearance  by  Floyd 
Tillman.  About  400  gallons  of  hard 
liquor  and   1100  cases  of  Iongneck 

beer  was  consumed  by  the  crowd, 
and  Uncle  Bob  reports  that  "there 
wasn't   one   fight  the   whole  night 
long." 

As  an  offshoot,  Uncle  Bob  says 
that  Willie  Nelson  has  offered  to 
come  down  during  KPFT's  fund- 
raising  drive  later  this  month  to  do 
a  special  show  in  which  they  will 
play  Willie's  old  songs  and  talk 
about  how  they  were  made.  Uncle 
Bob  also  says  that  Floyd  Tillman 
has  offered  his  Hammond  organ  for 
auction  in  the  KPFT  fund  drive. 

OLD  BLUE  SKIES  IS  BACK 

Michael  Hart,  a  veteran  of  KLOL, 
and  KRBE  (the  old  KRBE)  in 
Houston,  KOKE  in  Austin,  KTAE 
and  Taylorvision  in  Taylor,  Tx.,  and 
KMET  in  Los  Angeles,  will  be  retur- 
ning to  his  old  stomping  grounds, 
KPFT,  this  month. 

Hart  used  to  do  a  show  on  KPFT 
called  "Blue  Skies."  Well  he's  back 
and   will  be  doing  an  updated  ver- 
sion of  that  show  on  Sundays  from 
1 1  a.m.  to  2  p.m. 

On  weekdays,  Michael  Hart  will 
be  doing  another  show  from  noon 
to  2  p.m.,  a  program  he  calls  "Have 
a  Hart."  The  last  half-hour  of  each 


day  (1 :30  to  2  p.m.)  will  be  devoted 
to  interviews  with  local  celebrities 
and  live  music  by  local  artists. 

THE  NEW  GUY 

KPFT  welcomes  Bob  "call  me 
Emmet t"  Ryan  from  Philadelphia 
radio  station  WXPN,  the  same  sta- 
tion  which   brought   forth   Michael 


(Banjo  Kid)  Levine  and  former 
KPFT  staffers  Niki  Mosberg.  Mich- 
ael Coscuna  and  David  Fennimore. 
Emmett  will  be  taking  over  the 
2  to  5  p.m.  spot  on  weekdays,  re- 
placing Thorn  Clark,  who  is  leaving 
soon  for  Morocco.  Emmett  was 
the  former  program  director,  music 
director  and  production  director  at 
WXPN,  and  it  is  hoped  that  his 
considerable   talents  will  do  much 


to   contribute    to   the  overall   tone 
of  KPFT. 

FOREIGN  SOUNDS 

Sundays  at  6  a.m.,  mystical  Bob 
Henderson  and  our  own  Wakeman 
will  be  zinging  you  with  two  hours 
of  East  Indian  and  Balinese  music, 
ragas  and  such.  If  the  sitar  is  your 
kind  of  guitar,  tune  in. 


Ace  &  Grail:  Ace  Paladino  and  the  Slowly  Grail.  Photo  by  Jim  Thomas. 
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CLASSICAL  GAS 

KPFT  begins  this  month  with  a 
new  program  devoted  solely  to  clas- 
sical music,  each  Monday  eve  from 
7  to  7:30  p.m.   The  program  will 
be  hosted  by  Morgan  de  Marigny, 
who  is  known  for  his  high  degree 
of  breeding,   culture,  and  general 
affluence.  For  all  you  classical  Mu- 
sic lovers,  and  you  uncultured  bums 
too,  this  show  should  prove  enlight- 
ening. 

Also,  be  listening  for  details  of 
the  upcoming  fourth  concert  in 
KPFT's  Chamber  Music  Series.  The 
concert  will  be  held  at  the  Reunion 
Theater,  502  Louisiana,  on  the  eve- 
ning of  Dec.  15,  but  the  performers 
are  as  yet  unselected. 

HOLA  AMIGOS 

For  all  you  Spanish-speaking  folk 
out  there  we  have  "Hola  Amigos," 


a    Spanish-language    program    feat- 
uring   Spanish    music,   news,    inter- 
views,  and   public   affairs. 

The  program  is  hosted  by  Marcel- 
lo    Marini,    Houston    restauranteur 
and  veteran  of  Argentinian  radio  and 
TV.  A  regular  guest  on  the  show  is 
Dr.  Carlos  Mansanto,  who  provides 
the  English  excerpts. 


BEER  AND  BENEFITS 

December  is  the  big  month  for 
fund-raising  at  KPFT,  and  we're 
going  to  kick  it  off  with  a  special 
bash  at  the  Riverside  Inn,  17433 
River  Rd.  off  1-40  east.  Tentative 
guests  are  Vince  Bell,  Oz  Kndzz, 
Malificent,  Talisman,  Badge,  and 
the  Steve  Long  Group.  Admission 
will  be  $2  at  the  door.  There  will 
be  beer,  games  and  lots  of  music 
from  2  p.m.  to  1  a.m.  The  benefit 
is  produced  for  KPFT  by  Gary  Lyon 


and    sound    will    be    provided    by 
Musicville.    All    on    Dec.    1. 

Another  small  benefit  planned 
is  a  beer  bust  at  the  West  Alabama 
Drive  Inn,  1919  W.  Alabama,  which 
is  scheduled  for  the  afternoon  of 
Dec.  14.  All  proceeds  will  go  to 
KPFT.  Be  listening  for  more  details. 

YARD  SALE 

December  features  the  World's 
Largest  Garage  Sale"  at  Astrohall 
and  the  all  new  and  improved  KPFT 
Yard  Sale.  The  afternoon  of  Dec.  14, 
our  new  house  at  419  Lovett  Blvd. 
will  be  open  to  anyone  who  wishes 

to  drop  by,  view  our  new  home,  and 
peruse  the  nifty  wares  on  sale,  inclu- 
ding books,  records,  recycled  clo- 
thes, pottery,  miscellaneous  art,  a 
TV  set,  whole  grain  bread,  home- 
grown herbs,  and  other  assorted 
odds  and  ends.  Just  come  by  and 


browse  in  the  back  yard.  Anything. 
We  want  to  see  you. 

Margie  Glaser,  who  is  in  charge 
of  the  yard  sale,  would  like  to  thank 
Thelma  Meltzer,  Bruce  Litvin,  Nan- 
cee  Beamer,  Sol  Meltzer,  Barbara  & 
Dawn,  Steve  Glaser  and  all  the 
others  who  helped  in  previous  yard 
sales.  She  also  encourages  persons 
who  have  goods  to  donate  to  the 
KPFT  yard  sale  to  leave  their  name 
and  number  at  224-4000  or  arrange 
to  have  the  items  dropped  off  at 
618  Prairie  between  10  a.m.  and 
7  p.m.  weekdays. 


JOCKS  FOR  HIRE  OR  LOAN 

KPFT  would  like  to  make  it 
clear  that  all  airpersons  working 
at  the  station  are  available  for  any 
type  of  public  service  work  which 
involves  hosting  or  MC's,  for  free 
or  for  pay. 


Programming  Highlights 


LIVE  MUSIC 

As  usual,  KPFT  will  continue 
to  bring  you  the  most  in  live  music 
over  the  month  of  December. 

Liberty  Hall  concerts  this  month 
include  Greezy  Wheels  on  Dec.  5  at 
8:15  p.m.,  Jimmy  Buffet  on  Dec.  6 
at  noon  (prerecorded),  and  Goose 
Creek  Symphony  with  Linda  Har- 
grove, on  Dec.   12  at  8:15  p.m. 

Hopefully,  if  the  station  manages 
to  get  moved  OK  by  New  Year's 
Eve,  we  will  be  broadcasting  Jerry 
Jeff  Walker  live  from  Liberty  Hall 
as  the  first  program  from  our  new 
location. 

On    Saturday    nights,    listen    for 
concerts   from   Anderson   Fair.  On 
Dec.  7  at  9  p.m.,  hear  Steve  Jarrard, 
and  on  Dec.  14  at  9  p.m.:  Michael 
Marcoulier. 

At  noon  on  Friday  the  13th,  you 
can    hear    the   Turk   Murphy   Jazz 
Band    Live    from    Earthquake    Mc- 
Goon's    (prerecorded). 

During  the  fund-raising  drive  the 
week  before  Christmas,  you  can  ex- 
pect to  hear  from  a  lot  of  musicians 
who  will  be  dropping  by  the  studios 
to  help  us  raise  money. 


FROM  THE  PAST 

Every  week  day  at  2: 1  5  p.m.  dur- 
ing December  you  can  hear  a  pro- 
gram called  "Used  News,"  which 
features  actual  news  broadcasts  from 
the  Forties.  Should  prove  to  be  in- 
teresting. 

Other  historical  programming  of 
interest  is: 

The  Shadow,  with  Orson  Welles, 
Dec.  6  at   12:30  a.m.  This  episode 
is  entitled,  "The  Hypnotized  Audi- 
ence." 

The  Great  Gatsby  with  Kirk  Dou- 
glas, Dec.  10  at  12:30  a.m. 

Charlie  McCarthy  with  Roy  Rog- 
ers and  the  Sons  of  the  Pioneers, 
Dec.    10  at  9  p.m. 

The    Final    Houdini    Seance    on 
Dec.    13   at    12:30   a.m. 

Harry  James  at  the  Bluenote,  on 
Dec.  5  at  12:30  a.m. 


"This  is  Jazz"  with  Louie  Arm- 
strong, Dec.   12,  12:30  a.m. 

PSYCJHIC  MULCH 

Two  shows  about  our  little  green 
friends  (plants)  this  month.  On  Dec. 
4  at  12:30  a.m.,  Ruth  Stout,  the  81- 
year-old  "Mulch  Queen"  talks  about 
organic  gardening  and  how  easy  it 
is  to  grow  your  own  without  the 
use  of  chemicals. 

Cleve  Baxter,  developer  of  the 
polygraph,  discovered  that  plants 
actually  react  to  human  stimulus. 
Hear  him  talk  about  this  and  such 
subjects  as  ESP,  mental  telepathy 
auras,  and  psychic  healing  in  this 
special  program  on  Dec.  1 4  at  1 2:30 
a.m. 

RADIO  DRAMA 

Cyril  Ritchard  and  Dina  Merrill 
star  in  Gore  Vidal's  "A  Visit  to  a 
Small  Planet,"  on  Dec.  3  at  12:30     ' 
a.m. 

Also  that  day,  at  3  p.m.,  listen  to 
"The  Great  Airmail  Robbery."  This 
program  will  be  aired  in  parts  which 
continue  on  Dec.  4  and  5  at  3  p.m. 

"Injuns,  or  We  Can't  Hold  Out 
Much  Longer,  Sir"  is  a  special 
edited  program  of  excerpts  from  a 
grand  old  Ronald  Reagan  western: 
Indians1  vs.  cavalry.  These  excerpts 
have  been  remixed  to  produce  a  new 
movie  for  radio.  On  Dec.  4  at  9  p.m. 

The  "Goon  Shows"  starred  Peter 
Sellers  and  Spike  Milligan  and  were 
broadcast  over  BBC  in  the  Fifties. 
The  episode  to  be  aired  Dec.  7  is 
entitled  "The  Jet-Propelled  Guided 
NAAFI"  at  8  a.m. 

FOR  THE  COMPLETE  IDIOT 

A  special  tidbit  this  month.  Buf- 
falo Chip  Bob  will  interview  a  Volks- 
wagen mechanic  on  his  show  each 
Saturday  at  noon.  Listeners  will  be 
invited   to  call  in  questions  about 
VW  maintenance. 


ront.  on  15 


Good  Ole  Uncle  Bob.  Photo  by  Corky 


!  ^gr**** 


dOQStaR  UBORAtORy 


^  '  Complete  Astrological  Analysis 

Contact  Charlie 
224-4000 
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ember,  1974 


SUNDAY 


MONDAY 


TUESDAY 


WEDNESDAY 


THURSDAY 


FRIDAY 


SATURDAY 


6am I FOREIGN  SOUNDS  ragas  etc 
8am/MUSrCAL  TROT  with  l.iselott 
llamlBI.UE  SKIES,  the  return  of 
2pm /MA  G1C  CO  WBO  Y  BAND  show 
6.  30pm  I  FOURTH  TOWER  wrapup 
Ipm/BRIARPA  TCI  I  with  Thome  D. 
9pm j JAZZ  with   imell  Stripling 
mi  June /DICK  GREGORY 


2: 1 5pm / USED  NEWS  from  the  40's 

3pm/JEAN  SHEPHARD  comments 

7pm/CLASSICAL  STUFF  longhair 

music 

7:30pm/HOLA  AMIGOS  with 

Mar  cello  Marin  i 

8pm/DONNIEJO  D.J.  SHOW  with 

Don  Sanders 

1 1  50pm /FOURTH  TOWER  OF 

INVERNESS 


12:30am/VJSIT  TO  A  SMALL 
PLANET  by  Gore  Vidal 
2am/SLEEP  TIGHT  with  Jai  Slumber 
2. 1  5p ml USED  NEWS  from  40 's 
3pm /I  LOVE  AD  VENTURE  -"The 
Gnat  Airmail  Robbery" --  by  Morse 


12:30am/R  UTH  STOUT  discusses 

mulching 

2:15pm/USED  NEWS  from  40's 

3pm/GREA  T  AIRMAIL  ROBBER  Y 

Part  II 

9pm /INJUNS  or  WE  CAN'T  HOLD 

OUT  MUCH  LONGER,  SIR 


12: 30am  /  HARRY  JAMES  at  the 
Bluenote 

2:15pm /USED  NEWS  from  40's 
3pm /THE  GREA  T  AIRMAIL  ROB- 
BER Y  Part  III 

8:15pm/GREAZY  WHEELS  live 
from  Liberty  Hall 


12:30am/THE  SHADOW  with  Orson 
Welles-  "The  Hypnotized  Audience' 
noon /JIMMY  BUFFET  prerecorded 
2:15pm/USED  NEWS  from  40  's 
9pm / CRAZY  CAJUN  SHEA  UX  with 
Huey  P.  Meaux 


8am/GOON  SHOW  with  Peter  Sellers 
noon/  VOLKSWAGEN  MAINTE- 
NANCE 

9pm/STEVE  J ARRARD  live  from 
Anderson  Fair 

lOpm/Son  of  SATURDAY  NIGHT 
SURPRISE 

1  l:50pm/FOUR  TH  TO  WER 
CONSTRUCTION  BEGINS  ON 
NEWHOUSE 
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6am I FOREIGN  SOUNDS  ragas  etc 

8am / MUSH  '  I  /    TROT  with  l.iselott 

llam/Bl  UE  SKIES  are  back 

2pm/MAGIC  COWBOY  BAND 

6:  Wpm  FOURTH  TOWER  wrapup 

for  the  week 

7pm/BRIARP\TCII  With  Thome 

Drey< 

9pm i 'JAZZ  with  imell 


Sam /ESOTERIC  PHILOSOPHY 

CENTER 

2:15  pm/USED  NEWS 

3pm/JEAN  SHEPHARD  comments 

IpmlCLASSICAL  STUFF 

7: 30pm  I  HOI.  A  AMIGOS 

Spin  I  DON  N  IE  JO  D.J.  SHOW 

1 1 :5  Opm /FOUR  TH  TO  WER 
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I2:30am/THE  GREA  T  GA  TSBY 

with  Kirk  Douglas 

2am/TRANSMISSION  REMISSION 

with  J.  B.  Silence 

8am / BUFF  HALO  KING 

2: 15pm  I  USED  NEWS 

3pm/THE  DE  VI L  'S  SANCTUAR  Y 

Part  I  from  "I  Love  Adventure" 

9pm /CHARLIE  MCCARTHY  with 

ROY  ROGERS  and  the  SONS  OF 

THE  PIONEERS 
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12:30am/CLE  VE  BAXTER  plant 

psychology 

2:15pm/USEDNEWS 

3pm/THE  DE  VIL  'S  SANCTUAR  Y 

Part  II 

9pm/ ELAINE  MA  Y  AND  MIKE 

NICHOLS  skits 
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12:30am/LOUIE  ARMSTRONG 
this  is  jazz 

2:15pm/USED  NEWS  from  the  40's 
3pm/DE  VIL 'S  SANCTUA  R  Y  pt.  Ill 
8:15pm/GOOSE  CREEK  SYMPHON 
and  LINDA  HARGROVE  live  from 
Liberty  Hall 
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12:30am/THE  FINAL  HOUDINI 

SEANCE  historical  moments 

8am/GINSBER G  on  KER OUAC 

noon/TURK  MURPHY  JAZZ  BAND 

from  Earthquake  McGoon's 

2:15pm/USEDNEWS 

3pm  /  CRAZY  LEGSJOINS  THE 

MARINES 

9pm/THE  CRAZ  Y  CAJUN  SHEA  UX 
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8am /DE A  TH  FOR  SALE  with 
Boris  Karloff 
noon/VW  Tuneup  Show 
9pm/MICHAEL  MARCOULIER  j 
live  from  Anderson  Fair 
ll:50pm/FOURTH  TOWER  OF 
INVERNESS  last  episode 
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6am  I  FOREIGN  SOUNDS  ragas,  etc. 
8am  /MUSIC  1/    TROT  with  Liselolt 
11am/ BLUE  SKIES  BACK 
2pm/MA Git ■  (  O WBO Y  B. I ND  show 
6pm/DRlVIN  IV AN 
6:30pmlFOURTH  TOWER  final 
7pm/BRlARPATCII  with  Thome 
9pm  I  JAZZ  with  Amell 
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17 


18 


19 


20 


21 


Dec.  1 6  thru  Dec.  25  will  be  a  ten-day  fund-raising  drive  for  KPFT  to  raise  expenses  for  the  move  to  the  new  house.    During  this  time,  the  regular  airshifts  will  apply,  but  be 


22 


23 


24 


25 


26 


27 


28 


prepared  for  surprises  of  all  kinds  as  KPFT  puts  on  its  best  top  hat  and  does  a  song  and  dance  for  your  nickels. 


Dec.  26  thru  31    KPFT  will  be  off  the  air  to  move  to  its  new  location  on  Lovett  Blvd. 


29 


30 


31 


Signoff  time,  is  midnight  on  Christmas  night.  Each  night  during  this  week,  at  7  p.m.,  special 
broadcasts  will  be  made  directly  from  the  transmitter  to  keep  you  up-to-date  on  the  progress 
of  the  move.   If  all  goes  well,  KPFT  will  sign  back  on  the  air  by  8  p.m.,  Dec.  31 ,  for  a  live 
broadcast  of  Jerry  Jeff  Walker  from  Liberty  Hall. 


KPFT    fm90 
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KPFT   STAFF 


MARTY  MANNING 
Interim  Manager 

PAT  FAUCHEAUX 

Associate  Manager/ 
Development 

JOE  BLEAKIE 

Chief  Engineer 

JIM  KINNEY 

Business  Manager 

NANCEE  BEAMER 
Office  Manager 

RALPH  McKAY 

Office  Assistant 

RICHARD  BROOKS 
THOM  CLARK 
GAIL  WILSON 

Programming 

BRUCE  LITVIN 

Operations/ 
Traffic 

CHARLIE  PARK 

Production/ 
Operations 

LAWRENCE  JONES 
MICHAEL  LEVINE 

Production 

JIM  HIGGINS 

TOM  CURTIS 

ROLANDO  RODRIGUEZ 

BOB  SMITH 

LISA  FAHRENTHOLD 

TRACY  GEHMAN 

News 


RYAN  BERNARD 
MORGAN  DE  MARIGNY 

Radio  Guide 

PAT  GREALY 
CANDY  COSTAS 

Subscriptions 

MIKE  AUGUST 
LISELOTT  BABIN 
BUFFALO  CHIP  BOB 
GOOD  OLE  UNCLE  BOB 
TINA  BRUCE 
THORNE  DREYER 
DAN  EARHART 
MICHAEL  HART 
BOB HENDERSON 
IVAN  KUPER 
MARCELLO  MARINI 
HUEY  P.  MEAUX 
EMMETT  RYAN 
DON  SANDERS 
CONNIE  SHEA 
ARNELL  STRIPLING 
JOHN  STUCKEY 

VOLUNTEERS 

Carol  Bas 
Jill  Biggerstaff 
Emilie  Crowson 
Mike  Jones 
Gene  Kleising 
Kathy  Larkin 
Ginger  Malone 
Doug  Nettles 
Mike  Perkins 
David  Pitkin 
Irene  Silva 
Ken  Schneider 
Dillon  Trahan 
Sandee  Weagel 


Jim  Schwartzkopff 
Barbara  Glaser 
Joey  Palacios 
Dave  Jones 
Lois  Smith 
Punky  Crow 
Annie  Morris 
Hawaiian  Smith 
Tom  Evans 
Steve  Durke 
Carl  Schade 
Mauri ta  Mitchell 
Mary  Samaga 
Margie  Glaser 
Dave  Corcoran 
Mickie  Lawson 
Dirk  Deming 
Jim  Bovie 
Don  Tallent 
Brian  Hughes 
Rick  Tamplin 
Casey  Kelley 
Charlotte  Como 
Tina  Clark 
Richard  Phillips 
Don  Stout 
Ron  Jackson 
Kaye  Sikes 
Anita  Hirsch 
Sue  &  Dennis 
Jim  Thomas 
Jim  Strong 
Ray  Moncrief 
Ron  Moore 
Bob  Roberts 
Bullwinkle  Rozelle 
Mike  Davis 
Hank  Lam 
Thelma  Meltzer 
John  Craig 
Anne  Carrot t 
Patricia  Smith 
David  Fife 
Dennis 
John  Godwin 
Lorenzo  Thomas 
Michael  Gore 
Alison  Cook 


Dick  DeGuerin 
Karl  Kilian 
Joanie  Whitebird 


KPFT  LOCAL 
ADVISORY  BOARD 

Dupuy  Bate  man 
Jody  B.  Crossley 
Diane  David 
Mike  Davis 
Dick  DeGuerin 
Nadine  Eckhardt 
Margie  Glaser 
Steve  Glaser 
Scott  Gregory 
Candy  Harris 
Constance  Haenggi 
Yvonne  Hauge 
David  T.  Lopez 
Randy  McCall 
Thelma  Meltzer 
Michael  Murphey 
Peter  Papademetriou 
VI  Reiner! 
I)ann\  Samuels* 
Pete  Sclilumberger 
Victoria  Smith 
Sin  lone  Swan 
Bill  Swenson** 
Ron  Waters 

'^Chairperson 
**Seeretarv 


PACIFICA 
NATIONAL -BOARD 


R.  Gordon  Agnew 


Dupuy  Baleman 
Joseph  C.  Belden 
Charles  Brouse 
Mike  Davis 
Ralph  Engleman 
David  B.  Pinkie 
(ieorge  A.  Pox 
Carolyn  Goodman 
Ed  Goodman 
Ken  Jenkins 
Thelma  Meltzer 
Robert  H.  Powsner 
Jonas  Rosen  Held  Jr. 
Danny  Samuels 
Peter  Tagger 


Classifieds 


NEEDED:   Progressive,  versatile  musicians. 
Experienced  and  free  to  travel.  Call  946- 
4365. 

KPFT  Engineering  Dept.  needs  a  donated 
set  of  binoculars  and  low-powered  walkie- 
talkies.  Call  Joe  at  224-4000. 

DEB1  AND  CATHY  TRYING  TO  CON- 
TACT JOHN,  got  ride  to  Willie  Nelson  Pic- 
nic, left  dishes  and  clothes  with  you.  We 
know  you  live  in  Memorial/Spring  Branch 
area  and  used  to  work  as  KPFT  volunteer. 
If  you  think  this  is  you  or  know  who  it  is, 
please  contact  Debi  at  667-3754. 

1969  VOLKSWAGEN  SEDAN  for  Sale  in 
fair  condition.  $400.  Call  Ryan  at  224- 
4000  or  leave  message. 
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AM  12 


SUNDAY 
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Sat.  Surprise  cont. 


Lawrence  Jones 
Flv  bv  Ntelit 


Esoteric  Cuts 


Musical  Trot  with 
Liselott 


MONDAY 


Lawrence  Jones 

Jazz 


Charlie  Park 


Hart  &  Kids 
OF  blue  skies  is  back! 


Magic  Cowboy  Band 

Cosmic  Cowpokes 


Drivin'  Ivan/Fourth  Tower 


The  Briarpatch 
Interviews  by  Thome  Drey  or 


Arnell  Stripling 

Jazz 


Mandy  in  the  Morning 


Michael  Hart 


Emmett  Ryan 


Drive  Time  News 
Marty,  Tom,  et.  al. 


classical  stuff 


hola  amigos! 


Donnie  Jo  D.  J.  Show 

Don  Sanders 


Michael  Levine 


TUES-THURS 


1 


Michael  Levine 


Lawrence  Jones 
Jazz 


Charlie  Park 


Mandy  in  the  Morning 


Michael  Hart 


Emmett  Ryan 


FRIDAY 


1 


Michael  Levine 


Lawrence  Jones 
Jazz 


Charlie  Park 


Mandy  in  the  Morning 


SATURDAY 


. 


Son  of 
Mystery  Stranger 


Concert  of  the  Week 


Drive  Time  News 


Ace  &  Grail 


Michael  Levine 


Emmett  Ryan 


Drive  Time  News 


Ace  &  Grail 


The  Crazy  Cajnn  Slieaux 
with  Huey  P.  Meaux 


M-90-N  &  w.R. 
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Gonzo  Earwax/Phase  HI 
Morgan  DeMarigny 


Wakemaa 
(aka  spirit) 


Buffalo  Chip  Bob 


Michael  Levine 


Ace  &  Grail 


Saturday  Night 
Surprise 


photo  by  Jim  Thomas 


BERNADETTE  DEVLIN,  Irish  social  and  political  activist,  is  pictured  in  an  intense  moment  of  discussion 
with   KPFT  News  Director  Tom  Curtis  during  her  visit  to  the  station  during   the  early  part  of  November. 
Though  the  visit  was  necessarily  short,  she  had  many  interesting  things  to  say  about  the  Irish  conflict  and 
other  pertinent  issues. 


Programming  Highlights 

(cont.  from  11) 


THE  FOURTH  TOWER  contd 

Continuing  into  December,  you 
can  hear  the  daily  episodes  of  the 
fantasy/mystery  serial,  "The  Fourth 
Tower  of  Inverness."  The  serial  is 
aired  Monday  through  Thursday  and 
Saturday  at  1 1 :50  p.m.  with  a  week- 
ly wrapup  each  Sunday  at  6  p.m. 

ESOTERICISM 

On  Dec.  9  at  8  a.m.,  hear  a  repre- 
sentative of  the  Esoteric  Philosophy 
Center  talk  about  things  esoteric 
with  mystic-in-residence  Charlie  Park. 
The  next  day  at  8  a.m.,  you  can 
hear  astrologer  Buff  Halo  King  do 
the  thing. 


COMING  NEXT  MONTH: 
TANKS 
IN  THE 
ASTRODOME ! 


DISLOCATION 

KPFT    will    bold    the    last   fund- 
raising  drive  of  its  Phase  I  for    a 
total  of  10  days  from  Dec.   16  to 
Christmas  night. 

Most  programming  will  be  much 
the  same  as  normal  except  that 
it  will  be  run  at  double  speed  to 
compensate  for  "THE  MOVE"start- 
ing  on  Christmas  night.  Anyone  and 
everyone  who  has  ever  worked  in 
the  Atlanta  Life  Building  (or  hasn't 
for  that  matter)  is  invited  to  come 
and  help  us  GUT  the  second  floor. 
WE  WANT  OUT. 


THE  GREAT  SILENCE 

If  you  tune  into  KPFT  anytime 
except   7  p.m.  between  Christmas 
night  and  New  Year's  Eve,  you  will 
hear    the    void    that    your    contri- 
butions   keep    from    existing. 

That  void  we  refer  to  is  the 
silence  you  would  hear  if  noncom- 
mercial radio  were  not  kept  alive. 
We've  managed  to  get  by  so  far 
for  five  years.  But  tune  your  radio 
to  90.1  FM  sometime  in  that  week 
and  listen  to  the  sound  of  silence. 

OUT  OF  THE  VOID 

From  out  of  that  silence,  you  can 
hear   a    broadcast    every    night   at 
7  p.m.  direct  from  the  transmitter. 
The  broadcast  will  report  on  interes- 
ting news  of  the  day  and  the  pro- 
gress  of  the   move.    Sort  of  your 
connection  with  what's  happening 
with  us. 


We  Lost 
Our  Lease ! 


Yes,  KPFT,  the  listener-sponsored  radio  station  has  lost  its  lease. 
What  to  do?  What  to  do?  Looks  like  we'll  just  have  to  move  out. 
Fortunately,  through  some  stroke  of  luck,  we  happen  to  have  another 
house  we  can  move  into  at  419  Lovett  Blvd. 

But  here's  our  problem  -.we  have  an  entire  radio  station  to  move 
and  very  few  people  to  move  it  with.  Not  only  that  but  we  need 
skilled  workers  for  construction  and  wiring  at  the  new  place.  Maybe 
you'd  like  to  help  out.  If  you  are  any  one  of  the  following: 
skilled  carpenter  skilled  electrician 

muscle  bound  tool  owner 

skilled  ductworker  skilled  otherwise 

truck  owner  just-plain-helper 

or  it  you  have  construction  materials  to  donate  in  return  for  a  tax 
write-off  you  may  qualify  for  a  job  in  the  "Dislocation  Operation." 
Seriously   folks,  if  you  want  to  help  us  "Clean  Up  Our  Act,"  call 
224-4000  and  let  us  know  you  want  to  work,  or  be  at  419  Lovett 
around  midday  on  Dec.  7  for  scheduling. 

KPFT  90.1  FM 
"We  Work  for  Tips" 

(If  the  service  is  bad,  let  us  know;  if  the  service  is  good,  give  us  some 
dough.) 
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December,  1971 


Fiction  (co 
racket        sh« 

I    stroll    along    and    sing. 

It  is  all  really  so  easy.  For  me.  Reall 
People's  eyes  drift  on  and  off  you  and  i. 
spot  your  theft  but  you  are  so  casual  so  sure  you 
make  yourself  into  the  owner  of  the  object  in 
question  -  this  article  -  you  broadcast  "well  1 
am  the  owner  of  this  so  don't  worry   I  am  in  con- 
trol of  this  situation   my  situation  so  don't  even 
think  twice  about  -  what  you  see  -  what  you 
thh»k  you  see  -  how  you  want  to  judge  me  as  an 
rce,"  as  everyone  sighs    relaxes    relieves 
j Ives  of  you  and  just  as  easily  at  the  same 
you  slip  that  bundle  underneath  your  arm- 
fold  that  shirt  up,  spindle  that  record  to  its 
t  pit,  pay  for  a  nickels  worth  of  candy  at 
cashier's.  Everyone  that  looks  says  "ah,  he 
>  honest  look    he  pays  for  his  roast  beef  dinner 
e  have  profited  off  him,  we  love  him"  and  I  go 
out  a  nickel  poorer  but  with  a  fine  pack  of  can- 
dy cane  mints  and  an  enormous  dinner  under  the 
belt. 

Sometimes   you  steal  and  drift  over  to  the 
next  booth  never  leaving  that  store  never  run- 
ning from  the  grim  possibilities  only  self-assured 
supremely-confident  casually  shopping  for  .,  .  . 
ah,  say,  a  gift  for  your  dear  mother  .  .  . 
because  this  is  your  right! 
because  this  is  your  gift  given  to  you  to  do  this 

with  beauty! 
because  this  is  your  only  gift  - 
the  essence 

the  frustration  of  the  present 
your  life 
the  filth  at  the  bottom  of  your 

chest  of  drawers 
the  dust  in  the  corner 
the  lice  on  your  chest 
the  I  ...  I  ...  I  ...  I  ...  I  ...  I  am  .  .  . 

my  theft  .  .  . 
bringing  your  moment  to  the  public's  moment 
to  your  moment  again.  The  article  forever  caught 
in  your  time  now  only  existing  for  you  and 
somewhere  lazily  waiting  around  the  room  ready 
to  greet  you  will  be  a  familiar  shop  because  you 
will  surely  make  a  return  trip  to  a  place  where 
you  know  you  can  make  the  heist  -  pull  it  off 
-  trick  the  glance  -  find  the  blind  spot  -  fool  the 
whole  vast  machinery  of  society,  the  silent 
moving  beast  that  robs  a  man  of  his  insight,  that 
cuts  one  adrift,  that  causes  you  to  destroy  their 
complex  system  -  devices  of  trapping  you  with 
temptation's  tinsel. 

The  corners  of  my  eyes. 

That's  where  I  spot  you. 

You  managers  and  junior  assistants. 

You  big-eyed  mop  boys  and  super  salesmen 
and  store  finks. 

And  holy  consciences. 

Out  of  the  corners  of  my  eyes  I  spot  you. 

And  turn  .  .  .  staring  honestly  into  your  face. 

Who  me? 

You  turn  away  abashed. 

They  know  I  know  who  they  are  turning 
around  to  indict  an  honest  face  like  mine,  to 
involve  a  serious  look  as  mine  in  theft.  They  turn 
their  heads  and  feel  ashamed  and  instantly  like 
me.  And  often  as  they  turn  the  moment  hovers 


"  'he  thing  off.  Voila.  Underneath 

with  an  utmost  grace 

il    cleanliness  I  score.  The 

•i  my  act  being  the  arm   the  motion    the 

act,  my  functioning  as  an  artist. 

Ha  ha  ha  ha  ha.  You  know  about  this  as  well 
as  I  do.  don't  you  really?  You  know  all  this  and 
more.  Now  don't  you?  You  understand  the  fresh 
act  too,  eh?  Many  a  time  you  have  been  tempted 
to  do  it  yourself.  Many  a  time,  my  public,  and 
yet  you  couldn't  turn  the  touch.  Why?  Ha  ha  ha. 
You  had  not  the  cojones,  eh?  The  blood  and 
guts.  Ha  ha.  You  froze  up.  You  shivered  and 
then  bled  and  went  home  as  weak  as  thin  soup 
only  the  next  day  to  rail  against  the  laxity  of 
capital  punishment  or  "tsk  tsk  Mr.  Tibbett's  son 
got  caught  stealing  a  fig  oh  think  of  the  infamy 
it  will  bring  down  on  his  parents  those  good 
clean  parents  that  hardly  ever  even  go  to  the 
John  because  of  their  innocence  and  purity.  The 
son  brought  shame  down  upon  the  home."  Ha 
ha  ha  ha.  The  point  of  it  is  they  simply  didn't 
have  the  guts  to  risk  it.  Many  a  time  I  have  sat 
with  a  group  discussing  these  little  outlawed  acts, 
and  rolling  their  heads  -  "it's  a  shame"  -  they 
looked  at  me  and  I  too  wear  a  face  full  of  sym- 
pathy and  all  the  time  they  never  knew  that  they 
were  staring  hard  into  the  fire  of  their  own  thief, 
my  madness.  Their  naivete.  My  experience.  I  am 
the  bear  in  their  china  closet.  The  bear  and  the 
bull  and  the  plaster  saint. 

Ha   ha  ha.   How  could  anyone  guess.  That  I. 
That  1.  that  wonderful  young  boy  that  you've 
known   for  simply  years  has  just  a  little  numb 
spot   inside  him  -  just  a  tiny  ever  so  minute 
numbness  in   his  soul,  a  soft  spot  in  his  brain 
that  is  so  totally  and  completely  alien  to  their 
shock!  How  could  they  ever  know  that  every- 
where and  anywhere  if  I  found  the  perfect  spot 
I  would  coil  and  strike  -  ever  so  small  that  it 
might   be  ever  so  unrecognizable  not  from  the 
top  of  me  or  the  bottom  or  from  straight  on 
looking  me  in  the  eyes    straight  in  the  face   but 
so  what?  The  great  existential  so  what?  We  all 
have  our  own  diet  of  the  heart,  eh?  We  all  just 
fill  our  stomach  with  goulash  and  go  on  conten- 
ted and  unconcerned.  Unavailable  for  comment. 
Blameless.  Stable.   Balanced.   In  the   night  .  .  . 

Meanwhile  I  will  still  coil  among  the  counters! 

Blinking  on  and  off. 

Pausing. 

Moving  on. 

Stopping. 

With  almost  timelessness. 

I  proceed. 

Checking  distances. 

Blindnesses. 

Awarenesses. 

Where  and  why  and  why  not.  Who  loiters  too 
long  and  how  I  can  figure  you  out  before  you 
figure  me.  I  will  offer  no  assistance  but  only 
glide  and  watch  unending  unnerving  around 
those  factories  that  just  had  to  create  some- 
thing that  I  want.  How  much  easier  it  would 
have  been  if  all  you  business  men  had  simply 
gone  out  on  vacations  and  never  had  tempted  us. 

But  they  will  pay  for  their  endless  miles  of 
products,  for  their  death  of  the  person  under- 
neath, and  pay  for  their  insane  breeding  with  a 
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generation  of  myselves  .  .  . 

"Myselves"  picking  flowers  in  t  he  shops. 
stuffing  victory  gardens  down  my  sleeves,  at 
home  pulling  rabbits  out  of  my  whole  hat  and 
I  don't  need  it  but  I  might  own  it  but  don't 
really  need  it  but  why  not  .  .  .  why  not  .  .  .  why 
not? 

Wheel  and  fly. 

Grab  and  drift. 

I  take  it  like  it  was  mine. 

Slipping   it   into  another  sack,  into  the  bath- 
room, the  hall  closet  knowing  the  beauty  of  my 
style.  The  precision  of  the  technique.  The  brute 
assurance.  The  message  is  in  the  act.  Stealing  a 
toad. 

The  message  is  in  the  act.  Stealing  a  flea. 

The  message  is  in  the  act. 

Stealing  alone. 

The  message  is  in  the  act  .  .  . 

The  message  is  in  the  act  of  .  .  .  deep  behind 
the  lust  in  the  act  of  .  .  .  act  of  what? 

The  reaching  out. 

The  going  on. 

The  act. 

I  once  broke  down  a  technique  of  theft  into  a 
series  of  movements  a  number  of  acts  or  if  you 
will  only  one  final  act  that  took  them  all  in  one 
grand  act  and  then  and  went  and  explained  to 
someone  the  psychology  and  the  mechanics  of 
my  act  and  how  everything  had  been  honed 
down  into  perfection,  how  I  had  taken  in  even 
the  unforseeable,  how  I  had  categorized  it  all 
down  and  was  proficient,  how  proficient  .  .  .  but 
they  couldn't  understand  .  .  . 

I  don't  even  worry  if  I  get  caught,  eh.  I  rebel 
against  the  blind  bulk  of  shop  windows.  I  slide 
and  glide.  I  wait.  I  just  continue  to  shop    occa- 
sionally picking  a  gem  that  doesn't  fit  and  then 
I  must  give  it  to  a  friend  or  get  a  money-back 
guarantee,  get  a-return-on-something-my-size  rou- 
tine, get  a  hardy  welcome  back  in  the  store  or 
possibly  the  worst  sin  of  all  I  must  simply  toss 
the  article  into  the  garbage  can  and  excuse  my- 
self for  the  waste.  Mustn't  waste.  Mustn't  waste. 
Waste.    Waste.   Waste   is   bad    and  angry  and  I 
should  glide  and  drift  and  wait.  Not  waste*  Even 
with  tons  one  should  not  waste  it.  Grow  casual 
towards  it    but  reach  into  its  essence  and  use  it 
up  entirely  up  as  slowly  as  you  please.  Steal  for 
need  as  much  as  possible  is  a  cardinal  rule  with 
me.  Steal  for  need  or  for  a  friend  .  .  .  but  not  for 
just  the  thrill  of  it  as  I  think  it  over  again  .  .  .  but 
the  style,  the  act,  the  technique  -  how  I  love 
you   how   I    love   you  your  blistering  strength, 
your    brute    assurance,    the   crime   against   our- 
selves. The  message  is  indeed  in  the  act  .  .  . 

And  what  if  I  did  ever  get  caught  you  ask? 
What  chagrin?  What  badness?  Yes?  A  little  - 
some  -  I  admit  -  but  mostly  what  will  happen 
always  occurs,  is  that  my  childish  young  beam- 
ing boyish  face  will  suddenly  turn  up  lit  with 
youthful  prank  silly  prank  prankish  adventure 
trick,  eh?  I  wanted  that  so  much  -  look  I  am 
so  poor  -  look,  eh?  I  am  needy  of  that.  I  am  a 
little  guy.  I  am  kind  of  cute,  you  will  admit  that 
won't  you?  I  am  a  little  guy  and  cute  enough  to 
be  your  boy,  eh,  your  son,  son  of  a  gun  right  and 
you  know  that  just  at  a  whistle  a  call  a  bark  I 
will  lay  the  deed  down  and  back  out  of  it  no 
harm  done.  I  will  innocently  excuse  myself 
lesson  learned  never  to  try  this  again,  never 
never  never  to  be  so  stupid  as  to  try  this  .  .  . 
to  be  so  stupid  again  .  .  .  as  to  .  .  .  get  caught. 

The  few  times  that  I  have  been  pinched  hardly 
a  word  was  said.  People  actually  let  me  worm 
my  way  out  of  it  the  best  way  I  could  because  .  . 

I  was  so  cute. 

So  cute. 

Hardly  a  word  was  said. 

I  was  given  miles  and  miles  of  line  to  climb 
down  out  of  the  tower  castle  prison  den  and  so 
escape. 

(It  was  only  a  desperate  gift.) 

Ha  ha. 

YES. 

For  myself. 

Now  as  I  tire  of  traveling  along  the  aisles  and 
find  a  lunch  counter  to  rest  my  feet.  Rest  my 
outdaring  the  danger,  outstaring  the  sworn  inno- 
cent rest  of  the  people  in  ther  world,  the  church- 
weary  people  underneath  a  cross.  My  own  unpre- 
dictable laughter  at  all  of  this,  at  everything.  Ha 
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Once  upon  a  time  in  the  village 
of  Korsicov  there  lived  a  funny  old 
man  with  a  beard,  the  kind  of  man 
you'd  want  for  an  uncle  or  grand- 
father. Korsicov  wasn't  a  very  big 
place,  in  fact  there  were  only  a  few 
shops  and  a  couple  of  hundred 
people,  but  it  was  a  prosperous  vil- 
lage because  it  served  as  the  trading 
center  for  one  of  the  most  fertile 
farm  areas  of  the  nation. 

Settled  on  the  floor  of  the  lush 
Nairavob  river  valley,  this  town 
was  practically  isolated  from  the 
rest  of  mankind,  back  in  the  days 
before  machines.  As  a  result  the 
annual  abundance  of  crops  assured 
that  everyone  would  be  well  sup- 
plied, whether  or  not  they  worked. 

As  you  might  suspect  there  were 
a  lot  of  children  in  Korsicov  who 


were  always  looking  for  things  to 
do  when  they  weren't  in  school  or 
helping  around  the  house.  In  the 
spring  and  summer  they  would 
spend  whole  days  playing  in  the 
forest  and  running  through  the 
fields  making  up  games  as  only 
children  can  to  keep  themselves 
entertained.  Other  times  they  might 
go  to  the  bakery  and  watch  Mr. 
Niffum  put  his  beautiful  pastries 
in  the  window  hoping  that  today 
would  be  their  turn  to  taste  some 
honey.  But  when  winter  came  all 
the  children  went  to  their  favorite 
friend,  Mr.  Klaus. 

For  hours  and  hours  he'd  keep 
the  young  people  entertained  as 
they  all  sat  around  his  living  room 
listening  to  stories.  The  children, 
curled  up  in  front  of  a  great  stone 
fireplace,  would  watch  the  sparks 
fly  as  he  told  them  tales  of  his 
childhood  and  the  fables  of  the  sur- 
rounding countryside.  The  children 
loved  him  and  not  surprisingly  he 
treated  every  one  of  them  as  his 
own. 

There  was  a  custom  in  Korsicov 
that  every  year  at  the  falling  of  the 
first  snow   there  would  be  a  great 


Graphic  by  Annie  Carrott 

celebration  in  which  everyone 
would  prepare  something  and  bring 
it  to  the  home  of  Mr.  Klaus  for  a 
huge  feast.  The  candlemaker  would 
make  special  candles,  the  leather- 
worker  would  present  something  to 
each  family,  the  farmers  would 
bring  all  their  best  produce  and  Mr. 
Niffum  himself  would  prepare  a 
very  special  cake. 

After  all  the  guests  had  had  more 
than  they  could  ever  guess  they'd 
be  capable  of  eating,  Mr.  KJaus 
would  tell  a  very  special  tale,  after 
which  the  folks  would  slowly  go 
home.  This  was  all  well  and  good, 
but  it  came  to  pass  that  the  dinners 
began  getting  longer  and  longer  and 
even  though  they  began  earlier  and 
earlier  in  the  day  the  meal  wouldn't 
be  over  until  very  late  and  Mr.  Klaus 
couldn't  begin  his  story  much  be- 
fore midnight. 

"This  is  terrible,"  he  thought  to 
himself.   "Why  the  children  are  all 
asleep  by  the  time  I  begin  to  talk. 
Surely    they    will    grow    unhappy 
unless  I  do  something." 

He  thought  and  thought  but 
couldn't  come  up  with  a  solution 
until  one  day  the  village  idiot  asked 


him,  "Old  man,  what  will  happen 
when  you  die?  Who  will  tell  us 
what  we've  heard  so  often,  yet 
need  to  hear  again?"  And  the  old 
man  realized  what  he  must  do. 

It  didn't  snow  until  Dec.  24 
that  year.  And  people,  impatient 
for  the  winter  season,  began  the 
holiday  right  away.  It  was  already 
late  in  the  afternoon  when  they 
began  eating  and  by  the  time  the 
last  guest  crawled  from  the  dining 
room  into  the  living  room  all  the 
others  were  sound  asleep. 

They  all  awoke  early  the  next 
morning,  however,  and  to  their 
surprise  the  big  fir  tree  outside  the 
front  door  was  beautifully  decorated 
with  popcorn,  dried  fruit,  and  a 
dusting  of  snow.  Then  on  looking 
again  they  saw  the  gifts,  hundreds 
of  them  magnificently  wrapped  and 
each  addressed  to  a  different  child. 
The  presents  were  distributed  and 
the  children  eagerly  ripped  them 
apart  while  the  parents  opened  an 
envelope  addressed  to  them.  They 
took  out  a  note  inside  which  read: 

7/iese  hpoh  contain  rpy  stoito    - 
w/uch.  [  twye  your  Jiildrcn 
will  karn  so  th&y  too  can- 
one,  chv  barm  joy  to  otters 
Please  fed  fret  w  spend  the. 
timt  to  learn,  tmm  wttn 
your  children  bat  remember 
to  learn-  trunas  about  your 
chddreK  am  yourselves  as  -wdl, 


Both    the   parents   and    children 
ran  to  thank  Mr.  Klaus  but  he  was 
nowhere   to  be  found.  They  spent 
the  whole  next  day  together  search- 
ing through  his  stories  for  a  clue  to 
where   he  might  have  gone  but  he 
was   never   again  seen  in  Korsicov. 
The  townspeople  haven't  forgohen, 
however.    They    still    celebrate   on 
December  24th  and  25th  and  they 
continue    to    ask    any    newcomer: 
"Have  you  ever  met  a  funny  old 
man    with    a    beard,    the   kind   of 
man  you'd  like  for  an  uncle,  or  a 
grandfather?" 
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Roots  (cont.  from  4) 

Armand  Ardoin  and  his  cousin 
Alphonse  "Bois  Sec"  Ardoin.  You 
can  hear  some  of  that  music  on 
"Blues  De  Bayou"  (Melodeon,  MLP 
7330),  and  Bois  Sec  appeared  at  the 
New  Orleans  festival  in  stunning 
form,  with  a  young  concertina 
player  (another  cousin  or  nephew) 
named  Gustave.  Carlow's  "Bon  Ton 
Roulet"  was  the  first  real  Zodico 
hit  record,  translated  by  Specialty's 
sexy  Shirley  and  Lee  as  "Let  the 
Good  Times  Roll."  That  was  1955 
or  so. 

Houston   these  days  pretends  to 
be  a  big  city  but  it  really  is  a  free- 
form   congregation   of  small,  East 
Texas  country  towns.  It's  the  home- 
town   of   Johnny   Taylor,   Johnny 
Nash,  Archie  Bell  &  the  Drells,  and 
the    most    backward    police    force 
outside  of  Dallas  (remember  Jack 
Ruby?).  Astrodome  .  .  .  soon  to  be 
put    in   its   place   by  New  Orleans' 
Dome  Stadium.  Manned  Spaceflight 
Center   and   Ellington  AFB.   Don't 
believe  a  mumbling  word,  Houston's 
a  country  town.  But  that  is  part  of 
its  beauty. 

On  a  very  good  weekend  in 
Houston  you  can  hear  Huey  P. 
Meaux  playing  hey  la  bas  music  on 
Pacifica's  KPFT-FM,  Clifton  Chen- 
ier  at  St.  Francis  of  Assisi  Parish 
Hall,  and  Mabel  Franklin  doing  it 
to  death  in  a  lounge  just  outside 
"Pearl  Harbor"  on  Jensen  Drive 
heading  toward  Settegast,  Tex.  You 
might  even  run  across  D.  C.  Bender 
on  Lyons  Or  Liberty  Road.  You  can 
conclude  from  the  vibes  that  Zodi- 
co is  certainly  aljve  in  the  city. 

Out     at     the    Zenon     Diner    in 
"Frenchtown"      around      Collings- 
worth    out     in     Houston's     Fifth 
Ward,     Lonnie     Mitchell    gets    the 
Zodico  on.  Mitchell  is  an  accordion 
player  from  Liberty,  Tex.,  and  he 
plays  with  20-year-old  Peter  Brous- 
sard    who    is    from    Lafayette,    La. 
People  come  to  the  Zenon  Diner  to 
eat    so-so    gumbo    and    dance   the 
two-step. 

In     ancient     tradition,     Lonnie 
Mitchell   slowly  lines  out   the  mel- 
ody   and   the   changes;  then  Peter 
Broussard's  crash-wham   drumming 
takes  the  whole  number  into  out- 
side country  space.  At  the  end  of  a 
tune  the  people  are  hollering.  Out 
of  the   tumult  a  heavy  voice  roars, 
"I    tell    you    he    done    called    the 
Devil    in!"    And   elsewhere   in   the 
steamy  room,  another:  "Yeah,  you 
right.  ..." 

Sometimes  at   the  Zenon  some 
neighborhood    cats   will   sit   in   on 
rubboard    and    drums.    The    basic 
Zodico  instrumentation  is  accordion, 
concertina    or    fiddle,    washboard, 
and  drums.  The  washboard  is  played 
with  a  "churchkey"  (beer  can  op- 
ener   left    over   from   pre-pop   top 
days   .    .    .   or'  a   pop   top)  and   is 
capable    of   rhythms    more   exotic 
than  even  Puerto  Rican  bands  can 
produce  with  their  sacred  gourds. 

The    washboard    (these    days   a 
rubboard    manufactured    by    some 
musical  instrument  company)  is  a 
purely  North  American  adaptation 
of  the  African  approach  to  musical 
sound.  In  the  original  Zodico,  that 
sound  was  played  on  the  old-timey 
kindergarten  triangle  which  you  can 
still  hear  in  any  West  Indian  calypso 
orchestra.  And  you  have  to  beat  it 
hard.   The   melody   instrument  (ac- 
cordion, violin  or  harmonica)  tech- 
nique is  based  on  antique  Acadian 


folksongs.    Frere   Jacques  and   his 
brothers. 

In  New  Orleans  at  the  Jazz  and 
Heritage  Festival,  I  stood  transfixed, 
listening    to    the   sonic   history   of 
Africa    in    America.    At    the    Fair- 
grounds,  I    listened  to   the  Young 
Tuxedo    Brass   Band   play  the  old 
New    Orleans    songs   and   watched 
Grand      Master     Darrell     Johnson 
(dressed    in    the    funereal    voodoo 
emblems  of  Baron  Cimetiere)  dance 
the  steps.  I  was  blowing  my  silver, 
14th     Street    police    whistle,    and 
"second   lining"   with  the  best  of 
them.  Johnson  rapped  about  riding 
the  city  bus  to  Ton  Le  'Fong  with  a 
transfer  and  praised  the  professional 
second-liners,  the  Scene  Highlighters 
and  Boosters  (who  were  tricked  out 
in  green  and  white  Superfly  outfits). 
The  next  day  I  listened  to  Chen- 
ier's  dynamite  set  and  tripped  be- 
hind   Bois    Sec    Ardoin,    Professor 
Longhair,      and     Clarence     "Gate- 
mouth"  Brown.  I  rapped  with  Cliff 
Chenier    for    a    minute    -    he's   a 
quiet  and  strangely  inaccessible  man, 
except   when   he's   playing  Zodico 
music.    And    I   slept   naked  the  re- 
quired  nine  nights  to  achieve  the 
tradition. 

Meanwhile,  back  in  the  country, 
the  people  wearing  the  faces  of  the 
African  masks,  the  descendants  of 
the     ancestors,    are    plugged    into 
corporation  America. 

Up  home  in  the  enchanted  piney 
woods,  uncounted  brothers  who 
have  been  to  the  Nam  smoke  dew 
that  they  grow  in  their  yards. 
Dressed  in  colorful  Eleganza  designs 
and  mail-ordered  dasmkis,  they 
shoot  eight-ball  in  clubs  that  look 
like  the  PBR  Lounge  in  Nha  Be, 
Vietnam.  Rustic,  cher. 

When  I  was  in  that  other  delta 
far  across  the  pond,  I  used  Jo 
sneak  through  the  wire  to  hang  out 
in  the  PBR  Lounge  (PBR  means 
"Patrol  Boat,  Riverine"  or  "Pabst's 
Blue  Ribbon")  and  the  Minn  Bar. 
But  in  East  Texas  or  Louisiana,  the 
whole  set  seems  so  peaceful. 

The  peaceful  illusion  persists  (de- 
spite Eyewitness  News),  wafted  on 
vibrations  of  African  love  and  com- 
munion.   The    brothers    may    not 
understand  the  relationship  between 
Leon    Trotsky   and    Andre    Breton, 
but  they  listen  to  Eddie  Kendricks' 
"Boogie  Down"  on  the  julcebox  as 
they   call  the  pocket  of  the  eight- 
ball. 

Meantime,  the  old  folks  recall 
the  Zodicos  of  their  youth.  In  the 
club,  the  eight-ball  plummets  into 
the  predicted  side  pocket  as  one  of 
the  young  ladies  plays  "Nutbush 
(City  Limits)"  or  the  Pointer  Sisters 
on  t*"  'jukebox. 

It     'he  same  thing  all  over  again. 
Thro   ghout   the   mystery   of   time, 
the    ancestral    African    spirits   just 
have    to   smile.    Zodico   is  here  to 
stay.  Zodico  et  pas  sale.  The  ances- 
tor spirits  know  we  shall  overcome 
our    oppression    but    they   wonder 
how,    except     for    the    music.   -A 
brother  in  Eleganza  box-cuff  base- 
ball suit  says  "hey  girl"  to  the  girl 
at    the  jukebox.   Clifton  Chenier's 
"Eh,  Ti  Fille"  is  not  on  the  juke- 
box   up    here.    And    our    African 
ancestral  spirits  just  have  to  smile. 


/Lorenzo    Thomas,  a  native  of  Ja- 
maica,  NY.,   is  a  poet  and  writer- 
in-residence   at   the    Writer's    Work- 
shop  of  the   Houston    Black   Arts 
Center./ 
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Energy 


Wheels 
Of  Fire 

by  Daniel  Schacht 

You  turn  on  the  tube  to  catch 
the  evening  scores  and  a  rugged 
looking  man  with  a  deep  Texas 
voice  tells  you  of  the  happiness  of 
some  folks  in  another  part  of  the 
country  who  have  an  unlimited 
source  of  dependable  power  located 
in  a  well-landscaped  dome  on  the 
far  shore  of  a  placid  pond  filled 
with  leaping  trout. 

He  sounds  so  sincere  and  convin- 
cing. He  promises  you  the  same 
nuclear  advantage  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  in  the  near  future.  But 
before  you  limber  up  the  old  rod 
and  reel  and  hitch  the  boat  to  the 
back  of  the  camper,  a  moment  or 
two  of  closer  scrutiny  is  in  order. 
Is  nuclear  power  generation  really 
safe  and  economical?  If  not,  what 
are  the  alternatives? 

The   available    supply   of  easily 
accessible  uranium  deposits,  mostly 
owned  by  the  oil  companies,  can 
provide   nuclear  fuel  for  the  next 
thirty  or  so  years.  By  the  turn  of 
the    century    the    breeder    reactor, 
now    in    its    technological   infancy, 
will   carry   the  burden  of  meeting 
the    world's    escalting    needs    for 
electrical  power. 

The    breeder    reactor    will    take 
the  bulk   of  the  naturally-occuring 
uranium,   which  has  the  relatively 
benign   behavior   of  decaying  over 
billions    of   years,    and   convert   it 
into   the   totally    artificial  element 
Plutonium.   Operating   at   a  higher 
temperature  and  under  more  strin- 
gent safety  requirements,  this  reac- 
tor will  demand  periodic  removal  of 
fuel-breeding  elements  for  concen- 
tration   into    usable   fuel.    Disaster 
and  theft  potential  will  increase  with 


the  transporting  of  tons  of  these 
fuel  elements  to  fuel  enrichment 
locations. 

Plutonium,  one  of  the  most  toxic 
chemical  substances  known  to  mod- 
ern man,  is  dangerous  in  quantities 
measured   in   billion ths   of  a  gram, 
not   enough   to   dot   an   "i"  with. 
Because    plutonium    is   specifically 
absorbed   by   the  bone  marrow,  a 
much  smaller  amount  can  lead  to 
increasing    cases    of  leukemia   and 
bone     cancers.     A    nuclear    power 
plant  mishap  involving  the   failure 
of  an  elaborate. fail-safe  mechanism 
could  result  in  clouds  of  vaporized 
plutonium  coating  the  countryside 
with  death.  Plutonium  is  tenacious, 
half  of  it  remaining  after  24,000 
years,    which    is   quite   an   achieve- 
ment  for  a  totally  man-made  sub- 
stance. 

Now  all  of  us  know  this  won't 
happen,  but  we  also  know  that 
safety  and  economical  considera- 
tions are  related.  The  more  safety 
you  get,  the  more  it  costs.  Present 
nuclear  facilities  are  not  safe  enough 
to  be  covered  by  private  insurance 
companies,  so  Congress  has  assumed 
the  risk  with  a  tax-based  insurance 
program  called  the  Price-Williams 
Act.    Of    course,    we    know    that 
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private   insurance    companies  may 
not  have  enough  capital  to  under- 
write a  nuclear  disaster. 

Now  that  the  unjaded  reader  is 
thoroughly  terrorized,  we  must  of- 
fer some  alternative  energy  source. 
Let  us  consider  sunlight.  Each  day 
more    solar    radiation    reaches   the 
earth    than    is    used    all    year    by 
everyone  on  earth,  much  more.  If 
only   we   could   harness   this   bene- 
ficent   source    of    light    and    heat. 
And  of  course  we  can. 

Through  the  efficient  design  of 
flat  plate  collectors,  many  of  which 
were  exhibited  at  the  recent  Inter- 
national Solar  Energy  Society  meet- 
ing in  Colorado,  sunlight  can  be 
used  to  help  heat  every  home  south 
of  the  Arctic  Circle,  freeing  the 
participant  from  oil  conglomerates 
and  power  grid  failures. 

Cooling   in    summer    with   solar- 
fired    air    conditioning    systems   is 
being  tried  successfully  in  a  number 
of  model  homes  around  the  country. 
A   particularly   promising   building 
is  being   constructed   in   Hampton, 
Va.,  by  the  NASA  Lewis  Research 
Center  with  grants,  from  the  Nation- 
al Science  Foundation.  Its  58,000 
sq.    ft.  of  floor  space  will  receive 
80  percent  of  its  heating  and  about 
50    percent    of   its    cooling    needs 
from    15,000   sq.    ft.    of  flat  solar 
absorbers.- 

Fitting  similar  systems  on  a  small- 
er scale  for  the  average  American 
single-unit  dwelling  is  presently  ex- 
pensive, costing  between  $5,000 
and  $10,000.  Mass  production  and 
design  improvements  could  halve 
this  cost.  Legislation  enacting  tax 
benefits  and  low  cost  federal  loans 
could  go  a  long  way  toward  solving 
this  problem  while  releasing  the 
tight  demand  for  heating  oil  and 
gas. 

In    those   areas   of  the   country 
where  fuel  costs  reach  several  hun- 
dreds of  dollars  each  month,  a  solar 
heating  system  will  operate  in  the 
black  in  two  or  three  years.  A  well- 
constructed   system    using   current 


technology  should  last  10  or  more 
years   with  minimum  maintenance. 
Architectural    designs    which    mini- 
mize heat  losses  should  be  manda- 
tory. Several  homes  employing  these 
techniques  have  been  given  coverage 
in    leading    architectural    journals 
within  recent  months.  < 

Large    scale    power    production 
using  focused  collectors  to  produce 
steam    for    turbine    generators   are 
not  beyond  the  drawing  board  stage. 
Conservative  estimates  predict  that 
only  one   percent  of  the  electrical 
needs  in  the  year  2000  will  be  met 
by  solar  power.  These  studies  are 
based   on  cost  comparisons  of  con- 
ventional, nuclear  and  solar  power 
penetration.  They  neglect  the  hidden 
costs  of  environmental  repair  which 
make  solar  energy  economically  and 
socially  acceptable. 

Methods  are  currently  being  pro- 
posed for  storing  energy  for  rainy 
day  and  nightime  power  genera- 
tion. These  include  the  storage  of 
heat  in  underground  reservoirs  and 
the  production  of  hydrogen  from 
water  with  the  subsequent  use  of 
the  hydrogen  in  fuel  cells  or  in 
conventional  power  plants. 

Direct  conversion  of  sunlight  into 
electricity  awaits  new  production 
techniques  to  lower  the  cost  of 
photocells.  The  present  cost  of  $50 
per  watt  is  at  least  a  hundred  times 
too  expensive.  Most  of  the  expense 
is  in  manufacturing,  the  cost  of 
materials  being  almost  negligible. 
Rooftop  photcell  arrays  can  pro- 
vide household  electrical  needs,  if 
the  technical  challenge  can  be  met. 

Solar  energy  has  a  bright  future, 
although    the    techniques    are    not 
yet  available  in   your  Yellow  Pages. 
If  you  want  to  be  hooked  up  to  the 
current   information    explosion   of 
alternate  energy  sources,  write: 

Alternative  Energy 
c/o  M-90-N 
KPFT  Radio 
618  Prairie  St. 
Houston,  Texas  77002 
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Fiction  (vont.  from  16) 


ha  ha. 

My  own  believing  in  luck. 
My  knowing. 
My  life. 
Awareness. 
Luck. 

I'll  never  really  be  caught. 
I'll  always  feel  tired  and  defeated  even  as  I 
pull  it  off. 

I  will  always  succeed. 
I  will  always  be  hurt 
I  will  perform  miracles. 

I  will  brood  and  cry  over  myself  and  always  be 
lost. 

I  will  win  out. 

I've  always  been  lost. 

And  forever  inside  my  mind's  eye  I  will  be 
walking  down  the  long  avenues  of  machinery  and 
bright  products  and  death  and  unknown  crowd- 
ed spaces  and  thousands  millions  of  unknown 
faces  and  there  will  always  forever.be  the  bill- 
boards and  wires  and  nuts  and  bolts  and  dis- 
plays and  signs  and  cancers  and  tangled  colored 
buildings  rising  higher  and  higher  twisting  around 
into  each  other  closer  and  closer  more  confusion 
winding  around  like  a  knotted  string  or  coil  of 
human  rope  the  pavement  now  crowded  with 
more  and  more  heads  more  and  more  and  more 
people  and  traffic  lights  and  fire  escapes  and  new 
architecture  and  realms  of  flesh  and    and  man- 
nequins and  long  avenues  of  houses  and  faces 
and  products  heaped  high  and  huge  underneath 
a  swift  burning  sun. 

And  filled  with  mad  balloons. 

The  last  survivors. 

The  earth  covered  with  trash. 

Ghosts  of  advertisement. 

A  billionth  splintering  of  your  eyes  toward  a 
billion  seismographs  recording  the  stamp  and 
groan  and  pressure  of  a  billion  sets  of  starry  eyes 
and  human  silent  voices  packed  beneath  the 
crown  and  the  rush  and  push  and  pull  and  coil 
and  turn  of  the  shopping  center. 

A  billionth  splintering  of  human  worth. 

Of  beauty. 

Always  now  the  fecund  the  mass  the  dead 
embryos  that  never  made  it  the  trillions  more 
that  did  unfortunately  did.  The  splitting  of  our 
personality  sadly  yes  sadly  always  more 
where  this  came  from  .  .  .  the  splitting  of  the 
infinitesimal  more  .  .  . 

There  will  always  be  a  few  of  us  sad-eyed 
criminals  left  wandering  among  the  line  though 
like  me  crowding  the  confusion  down  their  own 
throats  filling  their  eyes  with  tears  of  lost  possi- 
bilities still  loving  too  much  filling  their  jackets 
with  the  lost  products  of  too-fecund  successfully 
insanely-driven  men.  There  will  always  be  a  lost 
.  .  .  someone  .  .  .  like  myself.  Too  driven  to  sur- 
vive normally. 

Back  and  forth. 

Driven    crazily   off   the  tracks  and   into   the 
sands.   Wheels  caught.  Sputtering,  spinning  our 
wheels  in  the  sand.  A  lost  boy.  A  lost  continent. 
One  lost   boy.  A   billion  lost  men  and  women. 
And  lust.  Want.   Desire.   Spiraling  up  into  the 
clear  blue  sky. 

As  I  slide  along  the  aisles  picking  out  what 
I  choose  -  grabbing  it  all  again. 

Back  and  forth. 

The  mystery  of  the  man. 

Back  and  forth. 

The  beauty  in  the  act  again. 

And  as  I  leave  the  shopping  this  afternoon 
and  walk  out  into  the  big  mall  outside  and  get 
a  cold  drink  and  sit  and  stare  at  a  fountain 
inside  the  vast  complex  of  an  indoor  center 
like  this  one,  a  big  fat  man  rushes  up  to  two 
young  Black  kids  opposite  me,  puts  a  headlock 
on  both  of  them  and  soon  they  are  all  surroun- 
ded by  police. 

And  as  the  two  young  scared  boys  are  being 
literally  dragged  off  and  stared  at  and  embar- 
rassed as  much  as  humanly  possible  and  ready 
to  be  booked  downtown  at  the  police  station  .  .  . 
and  as  scores  of  people  stand  gawking  at  them, 
I  turn  my  head  slowly  away  with  a  "tsk  -  tsk" 
and  I  walk  away. 

The  stupid  fools.  They  got  caught. 


Poetry 


listen 

i  didn't  seduce  her 

believe  me,  i  tell  you 

she  approached  me 

i  had  just  been  quietly 

drinking  my  coffee 

when  she  turned  around 

in  her  booth 

and  drained  my  cup 

'o  the  dregs 

somehow  the  next  morning 

i  was  the  one 

that  felt  guilty 

but  Jane 

ah 

Jane 

she  said  that  she  just  felt 

a  little 

t 


d. 


Michael  D.  Gore 


because  this  life  is  so  narrow, 
this  desperate  functioning 
like  lovers 
too  many  times 

for  something  to  do 
I  keep  myself 
torn  up  completely 
over  the  subterranean 
side  of  things 

consequently; 

my  life 

is  always 

"Under  Construction" 

like  the  streets  in  downtown 

San  Francisco 

J.  Whitebird 


Cookies  jCounae 
.  &  ^Restaurant 


"Specializing  in  steaks" 
Open  until   2  a.m. 
721  EAST  61/2  ST. 


l~t.-.,  :* 
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704  Hawthorne 
Houston  77006 

CALL    529-4601 

CRISIS  INTERVENTION  •  DRUG 
INFORMATION  •  SHORT  TERM 
COUNSELING     •     REFERRALS 


NO    HEAT 
NO  HASSLE 


We  need  contributions  and  volunteers 


Culture  (con I.  from  7) 

fish." 

Among  the  other  object  hiding 
in  the  corners  and  hanging  on  the 
walls  were  a  wooden  shoe  from 
Sweden,  an  Indian  batik,  a  German 
cuckoo  clock,  and  a  sign  that  said 
"Ozark  Frontier  Trail."  In  addition, 
there  was  a  Pepsi  clock  (and  a  Pepsi 
lamp),  seats  made  from  milk  crates, 
a  sign  that  said  "You  may  be  nor- 
mal when  you  come  here,  but  you 
won't  be  when  you  leave,"  and 
a  seven  pound  "Texas-size"  Coke 
bottle. 

Victoria  had  another  odd  Coke 
bottle  in  her  collection.  It  was  in 
every  respect  a  typical  specimen, 
the  size  you  used  to  get  for  a  nickel. 
But  the  bottle  was  not  "Coke 
green";  it  was  a  rich  brown  - 
amber,  as  any  bottle  collector  will 
tell  you. 

I  was  ogling  it  in  disbelief,  when 
Victoria  said,  "That  bottle  actually 
is    quite    current.    It    was    green." 
She  said  it  had  turned  amber  when 
a   "fella"  in  an   Alabama   factory 
left  the  bottle  next  to  a  generator 
overnight.  When  he  discovered  what 
had  happened  the  next  morning,  he 
shrewdly    turned    whole    cases    of 
Coke  to  amber  and  sold  them.  The 
Coca  Cola  Company  naturally  was 
not    very    happy   about    the   enter- 
prise  and,   the   last  Victoria  heard, 
they  were  suing  the  man  for  a  mil- 
lion dollars. 

Victoria  obtains  the  majority  of 
her  bottles  through  "bottle  corres- 
pondence" with  fellow  collectors 
or  on  "bottle  trips"  that  she  oc- 
casionally takes.  Once,  on  a  trip 
to  Pennsylvania,  she  spent  three 
weeks  searching  small  town  grocery 
stores  and  gas  stations  for  forgotten 
bottles.  "Of  course,  people  thought 
I  was  crazy,"  she  laughed.  But  her 
perseverance  paid  off:  She  returned 
home  with  1 20  different  brands  of 
bottles. 

"I  go  to  any  lengths  to  get  a  bot- 
tle," Victoria  told  me.  "But  I  never 
argue  with  anyone  over  a  bottle  .  .  . 
I'm  just  persistent."  She  smiled  and 
her  green  eyes  twinkled.  "Just  very 
persistent,"  she  said. 

As  Victoria  was  telling  me  this, 
I  heard  a  dog  barking  from  the 
back  of  the  house.  "That's  just 
Rheinhardt  von  Lichtenstein,"  Vic- 
toria said.  "Liselotte's  biggest  fan," 
she  explained  proudly.  Rheinhardt 
(joined  by  Victoria's  other  dogs) 
faithfully  listens  to  Liselotte  on 
KPFT  every  Sunday  morning  and 
sends  her  fan  letters  personally 
signed  with  his  own  paw  print, 
Victoria  informed  me.  Hence,  the 
wooden  sign  nailed  over  the  front 
door:  "Home  of  the  Liselotte 
Musical    Mutt    Fan    Club." 

Victoria's    purple    house    hardly 
seems  large  enough  to  shelter  sever- 
al large  dogs,  2.000  bottles  or  more, 
numerous  art  objects,  antiques,  and 
other  memorabilia  -  to  say  nothing 
of  Victoria  herself.   But   plans  for 
imminent  expansion  are  in  the  mak- 
ing  -  a   good    thing,   because  Vic- 
toria's  got   5,000  more   bottles  in 
storage. 

"I  guess  I'm  just  a  junk  bum," 
she  sighed.  Her  statement,  I  think, 
summed  up  the  matter  both  accur- 
ately and  succinctly. 

If  anyone  is  interested  in  discussing 
or  possibly  viewing  this  collection, 
they  are  encouraged  to  write  to 
Victoria,  P.O.  Box  8154,  Houston. 
77004. 
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Earwax 

by  Thorn  Clark 

Bemie  Taupin,  coauthor  of  many . 
best-selling  records  with  Elton  John, 
has  a  book  coming,  out  entitled 
"The  Man  Who  Writes  the  Words""* 
.  .  .  Carlos  Castenada,  author  of 
three  best-selling  books,  has  a  re- 
cord coming  out  of  his  conversa- 
tions with  Yaqui  brujo  Don  Juan  . . . 
a  Warner  Brothers  official  has  con- 
firmed reports  that  Paul  McCartney 
will  pen  a  jingle  for  McDonald's 
Hamburgers,  to  the  tune  of  nearly 
a  quarter  million  dollars  plus  resi- 
duals. 

Alice  Cooper  is  to  be  listed  in 
the  1974-75  "Who's  Who  in  Ameri- 
ca" under  his  real  name,  Vincent 
Fournier  (hubba-hubba)  "as  Ameri- 
can as  .  .  ."  Alive  Enterprises  and 
Steve  Gaines  have  signed  a  repor- 
ted quarter  million  dollar  deal  with 
"the  Coop'"  for  an  autobiography 
"as  told  to"  Gaines,  set  for  release 
next  fall. 

Phoebe  Snow  has  become  the 
object  of  conflict  between  CBS 
Records  and  Shelter  Records.  Fol- 
lowing an  announcement  of  the 
signing  of  Phoebe  Snow  by  CBS, 
Shelter  Records  President  Denny 
Cordell  stated  that  legal  action  is 
presently  pending  in  the  Superior 
Court  in  Los  Angeles  against  both 
CBS  and  Ms.  Snow.  Shelter  claims 
to  have  a  "valid  and  binding  exclu- 
sive artist's  agreement"  with  Phoebe, 
with  three  years  yet  to  run.  Shelter 
also  intends  to  seek  a  court  order 
enjoining  both  CBS  and  Ms.  Snow 


■8 
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from   any  performance  under  the 
CBS  contract  .  .  . 

Lester  Flatt  has  settled  his  law- 
suit against  Esquire  magazine  for 
an  undisclosed  amount.  Mr.  Flatt 
filed  suit  against  Esquire  last  year 
for  half  a  million  dollars  for  refer- 
ring to  him  as  "the  late  Lester 
Flatt"  in  an  article  entitled  "The 
Return  of  the  Banjo." 

That  "boogie  band"  backing  Ka- 
thy  Dalton  on  her  album,  "Boogie 
Bands  and  One  Night  Stands,"  is 
reported  to  be  none  other  than 
Little  Feat  .  .  .  the  Feat  have  also 
lent  their  formidable  talents  to  an 
import  album  featuring  the  music 
of  Robert  Palmer  (ex  Vinegar  Joe 
vocalist  and  rhythm  guitarist). 

Record  World  reports  that  Tom 
T.  Hall  has  been  hired  by  General 
Motors  as  national  spokesman  for 
its  Chevrolet  Truck  Division. 

This  month's  show-biz  kidz  of 
note  are  Duane  Hickman  and  Char- 
lie Daniels.  Mr.  Hickman  is  starring 
in  the  television  series  pilot  of  "The 
Further  Adventures  of  Dobie  Gillis," 
in  which  he  is  shown  married  to 
Zelda  Gilroy,  with  a  couple  of 
kids,  and  he's  running  for  mayor 
against  Chatsworth  Osbourne  Jr. 
.  .  .  good  luck,  Dobie,  errrr,  Duane, 
.  .  .  and  good  luck  to  Charlie 
Daniels,  who  is  being  tested  for  a 
role  in  a  pilot  film  that  could  lead 
him  into  a  western  series. 

And  lastly   .   .  .  each  December 
ushers   in    an   onslaught   of  Christ- 
mas Records.  Most  notable  among 
this    year's    earliest   promises   is   a 
Beach  Boys'  Christmas  single,  their 
first  such  since  1963  .  .  .  and  would 
you   believe  that  Warner  Brothers 
is  releasing  versions  of  "Silent  Night" 
and  "Drummer  Boy"  by  Jimi  Hen- 
drix?! 


Events 


I  The  KPFT  Events  calendar  is  coordinated  by  Patricia  Smith.  If  you 
know  of  information  that  should  he  included,  write  to:  FVFXTS, 
M-VO-N,  KPFT,  6  IS  Prairie,  Houston.  77002,  or,  if  late,  call  713-224-4000. 
Final  deadline  is  20  th  of  month  prior  to  publication.! 


Music 


CONTEMPORARY  MUSIC 


Sun/ 1st 


Sun/  1st- 
Sat/14th 
Mon/2nd 

Tues/3rd 

Wed/4th 

Thurs/5th 


LUCINDA/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8S76 

JOHNNY  LEE  AND  THE  BAYOU  CITY  BEATS/Gilley's  in  Pasadena/ 

946-9842 

VINCE  BELL,  STEVE  LONG  GROUP,  OZ  KNOZZ,  MALIFICENT, 

BADGE,  and  TALISMAN/a  benefit  for  KPFT/Riverside  Inn,  17433  River 

Rd.,  out  1-10  east/2pm  to  lam/call  452-9889  or  224-4000  for  details 

GISELE  McKENZIE/Hyatt  Regency,  Crystal  Forest/224-2222 

YES/ Astrodome/8pm/748-4  500 

CY  STATUM/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

RICK  DINSMORE  and  CAPT.  MACHO/ Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

CY  STATUM/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

ERIC  TAYLOR/ Anderson  Fair/9pm/ 

KENNETH  DONNELL/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

LEIGH  LANGE/Old  Quarter/9pm/226-7902 

LIVE  JAZZ  BAND/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8S76 

GREAZY  WHEELS/Liberty  Hall/8: 1  Spm/225-6250 

KENNETH  DONNELL/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

coni.  on  22 


U.  H.  PROGRAM  COUNCIL  6  KLOL 
PRESENTS 

LINDA 
RONSTADT 


DECEMBER  7,  7  PM  AND  10  PM 
CULL€N  AUDITORIUM 

'TICKETS  $4.50,  $5.50-RECORD  HOUSE 
EVOLUTION  -  WAREHOUSE  -  RECORD  SHOP  \ 

UK  students  $1.00  discount-  U.C.  ticket  office 


!NKW    RKCYCLKU    DKPARTMKNT 

Open   I  2  -  9 
Phone  522  4592 


21 


December,  1974 


Events  (cont.  from  21) 

Fri/6th  MICHAEL  MARCOULIER/Old  Quarter/9pm/226-7902 

DOGTOOTH  VIOLET,  BILL  &  LUCILLE  CADE,  VINCE  BELL/ 

Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon  grand  opening/Milam  at  Franklin/223-9361 

REB  SMITH/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

PERCY  SLEDGE/La  Bastille/227-2036 

GREAZY  WHEELS/Liberty  Hall/8: 1  5  pm/225-6250 

SAM  SADLER/UofH  Coffeehouse/8: 30pm/749-l 435 

ERIC  TAYLOR/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

Sat/7th  MICHAEL  MARCOULIER/Old  Quarter/9pm/226-7902 

DOGTOOTH  VIOLET,  BILL  &  LUCILLE  CADE,  and  VINCE  BELL/ 

Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon  grand  opening/Milam  at  Franklin/223-9361 

STEVE  JARRARD/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 

GREAZY  WHEELS/Liberty  Hall/8:1  5pm/225-6250 

SAM  SADLER/UofH  Coffeehouse/8: 30pm/749- 1435 

LINDA  RONSTADT  and  HOYT  AXTON/UofH,  Cullen  Aud./7  &  10 

pm/749-1116 

ERIC  TAYLOR/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

HERBIE  HANCOCK  and  MICHAEL  URBANIAK/Music  Hall/8pm/ 

222-3487 

Sun/8th  JAZZ  SESSION /Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon,  Milam  at  Franklin/223-9361 

STEVE  JARRARD/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 
PERCY  SLEDGE/La  Bastille/227-2036 
GREAZY  WHEELS/Liberty  Hall/8: 15pm/225-6250 
DON  SANDERS  LIMITED  EDITION  RECORD  PARTY/release  of  Don's 
new  record  with  party  featuring  destruction  of  master  copy /Anderson 
Fair/2  to  6  pm/528-8576 
TRAPEZE/HofheinzPavilion/8pm/749-2372 

Mon/9th  TONY  GRANT/in  from  Seattle/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

Tues/lOth         GEORGE  ENSLE/Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon,  Franklin  at  Milam/ 
8pm/223-9361 

RICK  DINSMORE  and  CAPT.  MACHO/ Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 
JOHN  GRIMAUDO/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

Wed/1 1th  GEORGE  ENSLE/Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon/8pm/223-9361 

TIM  JOHNSON/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 
TONY  GRANT/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

Thurs/12th       DON  SANDERS/Old  Quarter/8: 30pm/226-7902 

AUSTIN  KITCHEN  BAND  and  GEORGE  ENSLE/Sweetheart  of  Texas 

Saloon,  Milam  at  Franklin/8pm/223-9361 

ANDRE  MATHEWS/ Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

GOOSE  CREEK  and  LINDA  HARGROVE/Liberty  Hall/8: 1  5pm/ 

225-6250 

CY  STATUM/Sunshine  House/529-4593 

Fri/1 3th  DON  SANDERS/Old  Quarter/8: 30pm/226-7902 

AUSTIN  KITCHEN  BAND  and  GEORGE  ENSLE/Sweetheart  of  Texas 

Saloon,  Milam  at  Franklin/8pm/223-9361 

MICHAEL  MARCOULIER/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 

GOOSE  CREEK  and  LINDA  HARGROVE/Liberty  Hall/8:15&  11  pm/ 

225-6250 

JOHNNY  BUSH/Gilley's/8pm/946-9842 

CY  STATUM/Sunshine  House/529-4593 


Sat/1 4th 


Sun/1 5th 


Wed/  18th- 

Sat/21st 

Wed/ 18th 

Thurs/19th 

Thurs/19th- 

Fri/20th 

Fri/20th 

Sat/2 1st 


Sun/22nd 
Tues/24th 
Tues/24th- 
Tues/31st 
Thurs/26th 

Fri/27th 


Sat/28th 

Sun/29th 

Tues/31st 


DON  SANDERS/Old  Quarter/8: 30pm/226-7902 

AUSTIN  KITCHEN  BAND  and  GEORGE  ENSLE/Sweetheart  of  Texas 

Saloon,  Milam  at  Franklin/8pm/223-936l 

MICHAEL  MARCOULIER/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 

GOOSE  CREEK  and  LINDA  HARGROVE/8: 1  5  &  1 1  pm/Liberty  Hall/ 

225-6250 

SANDY  ROEPKEN/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8S76 

JAZZ  SESSION/Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon/223-9361 

GOOSE  CREEK  and  LINDA  HARGROVE/Liberty  Hall/8: 1  5pm/ 

225-6250 

TOWNES  VAN  ZANDT/Old  Quarter/9pm/226-7902 
DON  SANDERS/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 
LIVE  JAZZ  BAND/ Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

THE  SOUNDS  OF  CHRISTMAS/Houston  Symphony  with  Mitch  Miller/ 

Jones  Hall/8pm/2 24-4240 

BILL  &  LUCILLE  CADE/Anderson  Fair/8: 30pm/528-8576 

MICKEY  GILLEY  and  JOHNNY  LEE/Gilley's/8pm/946-98421 

BILL  &  LUCILLE  CADE/Anderson  Fair/8: 30pm/528-8576 

MICKEY  GILLEY  and  JOHNNY  LEE/Gilley's/8pm/946-9842 

CHUCK  BERRY/Coliseum/8pm/222-3267 

CATFISH  JOHN/HARRY  MYERS/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 

DON  SANDERS/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

THE  DRIFTERS/La  Bastille/227-2036 

ERIC  TAYLOR/Old  Quarter/9pm/226-7902 

DENIM/Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon,  Milam  at  Franklin/8pm/223-9361 

ERIC  TAYLOR/Old  Quarter/9pm/226-7902 

VINCE  BELL/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

DENIM/Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon,  Milam  at  Franklin/8pm/223-9361 

MICKEY  GILLEY  and  JOHNNY  LEE/Gilley's/8pm/946-9842 

Same  as  Fri/27th01d  Quarter 

ERIC  TAYLOR/Anderson  Fair/9pm/528-8576 

SWEETHEART  OF  TEXAS  SALOON  NEW  YEARS  EVE  PARTY/ 

with  special  guests  DOGTOOTH  VIOLET/Sweetheart  of  Texas  Saloon, 

Milam  at  Franklin/223-9361 

VINCE  BELL/Anderson  Fair/8pm/528-8576 

LIBERTY  HALLS  NEW  YEARS  EVE  PARTY/  with  JERRY  JEFF 

WALKER/225-6250  for  details 


CLASSICAL  MUSIC 


Mon/2nd;- 
Tues/3rd 
Wed/4th 


HOUSTON  SYMPHONY/Jones  Hall/8: 30pm/224-4240 

THE  COMPLETE  ORGAN  WORKS  OF  J.S.  BACH/St.  Vincent  de  Paul 

Church,  6800  Buffalo  Spdwy/8pm/free/528-4141 

HOUSTON  SYMPHONY  CHAMBER  PLAYERS/Jewish  Community 

Center,  Kaplin  Theater,  5601  S.  Braeswood/8pm/free/729-3200 


Rolling  201 
HOW  TO  ROLL  BETTER 

required  textbooklet  e-z  wider      Prof.  E.Z.Jay 


Fold  the  paper  (approx.  %")  at  the  end  that 
isn't  gummed.  Sprinkle  tobacco  into  this 
fold.  Put  more  at  the  ends  than  in  the  mid- 
dle Close  the  paper  over  the  tobacco.  But 
don't  tuck  it  in  back  of  the  tobacco  just  yet.  ) 


2. 


Hold  both  halves  of  the  paper,  cradling  the 
tobacco  inside  with  your  thumbs  closest  to 
you  and  your  second  and  third  fingers  in 
back. 


3. 


Spin  the  tobacco  by  sliding  the  paper  back 
and  forth  a  number  of  times. 


4. 


When  the  tobacco  is  shaped  and  packed; 
pinch  the  tobacco  and  the  paper  at  the  cen- 
ter so  that  when  you  start  to  roll,  the  paper 
will  guide  itself  around  the  tobacco. 


5. 


Roll  the  cigarette  tightly,  beginning  at  the 
center;  and  by  pulling,  work  your  fingers  out 
to  the  ends. 


Lick  the  gummed  edge  closed  Trim  loose 
tobacco  from  the  ends.  The  cigarette  is  now 
ready  to  smoke 


This  course  is  open  to  both  beginning  and  advanced  students  of  hand-rolled 
cigarettes.  Emphasis  is  on  easier,  better  rolling  via  the  use  of  E-Z  Wider  double- 
width  rolling  papers.  The  course  exposes  the  disadvantages  of  conventional  rolling 
practices  such  as  sticking  two  regular  papers  together  to  roll  one  smoke.  Students 
will  learn  that  there  is  no  better  gummed  paper  made  than  E-Z  Wider. 

©  robert  bitrton  assoc.  ltd. 
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e-z  wider  * 
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cut  and  save 


M-90-N  <*  w.r. 


22 


Fri/6th 

Sun/8th 

Sun/8th- 
Tues/lOth 

Thurs/12th 

Fri/13th 

Sat/ 14th- 
Sun/15th 

Sun/1 5th 

Tues/31st 


Film 

rues/3rd 
ted/4th 
rri/6th 


Sat/7th 


ion/9th 
fues/ 10th 


fed/1 1th 
?ri/13th 


UofH  ANNUAL  CHRISTMAS  CONCERT/Cullen  Aud.,  UofH/7:30pm/ 

free/749-1117 

THE  MESSIAH/Music  Hall/8: 15pm/free,  donations  accepted/529-3885 

ENSEMBLE  GUITAR  MUSIC/U  of  St  Thomas,  Jones  Hall/4pm/free/ 

528-5666 

HOUSTON  SYMPHONY/Jones  Hall/Sun  at  2:30pm/Mon  &  Tues  at 

9: 30pm/ 224-4240 

FACULTY  RECITAL/Student  Center,  Houston  Baptist  U/8pm/free/ 

774-7661 

HOUSTON  CIVIC  SYMPHONY/Treemont  of  Houst,  2501  Westerlant/ 

8pm/free/783-6820 

THE  MESSIAH/Music  Hall/Houston  Symphony  with  UofH  Chorus/8pm/ 

224-4240 

KPFT  CHAMBER  MUSIC  SERIES/4th  concert/Reunion  Theater,  502 

Louisiana/call  224-4000  for  time  and  details 

ARTHUR  FIEDLFR  &  THE  NEW  YEAR'S  EVE  GALA/Jones  Hall/8pm/ 

224-4240 


ARSENIC  &  OLD  LACE/UofH  Agnes  Arnold  Aud./749-1436 

THE  STRANGER/Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  Brown  Aud./8pm/526-1361 

MY  NIGHT  AT  MAUD'S/Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  Brown  aud. /8pm/ 

526-1361 

WATERMELON  MAN/UofH,  Agnes  Arnold  l/75(//  749-1436 

LUCIFER  RISING/Rice  Media  Center,  Rice  U./8pm/$l. 50/528-4141 

GOSPEL  ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MATTHEW  and  A  UNICORN  IN  THE 

GARDEN  /Galveston  Arts  Center,  202  Kempner  Ave./7:30pm/$l/ 

763-2403 

ALLENDE  and  TUP  A  RN  A  R  OS /Rice  U,  Rice  Media  Center/7: 30pm/ 

$1.50/528-4141 

JAPANESE  MONSTER  MOVIES/Rice  U.,  Hammond  Hall/528-4141 

THE  LONG  GOODBYE/Rice  U.,  Hammond  Hall/528-4141 

IT  HAPPENED  ONE  NIGHT/UofH,  Agnes  Arnold  1/50^/749-1436 

LOVES  OF  A  BLOND/Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  Brown  Aud./8pm/$1.25/ 

526-1361 

AUDUBON  WILDLIFE  FILM  SERIES/Music  Hall/Florida  Cypress  Sanc- 

tuary/8pm/$2/524-0607 

LE  DEPART/Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  Brown  Aud./8pm/$  1.25/526-1 361 

THE  PHANTOM  OF  THE  OPERA  and  WHY  DO  YOU  SMILE  MONA 

LISA?/Galveston  Art  Center/7: 30pm/$  1/763-2403 


Theater 


All  Month 
rhurs/5th- 
Sun/29th 

Fri/6th- 

Sat/7th 

* 

x 


ri/6th- 
Sun/8th 


Thurs/12th» 

Sat/14th 

Fri/13th- 
Sat/14th 

Wed/ 25  th-- 
Sun/29th 


THE  MAN  WHO  CAME  TO  DINNER/Alley  Theater/call  228-9341  for  info 

THE  MIRACLE  WORKER/Reunion  Theater,  502  Louisiana/Thurs  thru 
Sat  at  8pm,  Sun  at  5pm/$4  and  $3/237-0706 

LAST  OF  THE  RED  HOT  LOVERS/Pasadena  Little  Theater,3339  Tulip/ 

8:30pm/  946-9976 

CURIOS  IN  L.A./Theater  Suburbia,  1410  W.  43rd/8:30pm/682-3525 

BELL,  BOOK  &  CANDLE/Country  Playhouse/Town  &  Country  Village/ 
Fri  &  Sat  at  8:30pm/Sun  at  7:30pm/467-4497 

BLITHE  SPIRIT/Kerygma  Players,  Bering  Methodist  Church,  3405 
Mulberry/8pm/  468-3276 

LAST  OF  THE  RED  HOT  LOVERS/see  6th 
CURIOUS  IN  L.A./see  6th 

PROMISES,  PROMISES/Music  Hall/Wed  thru  Fri  at  8pm,  Sat  at  2  &  8 
pm/Sun  at  2pm/522-0705 


Dance 


Thurs/26th- 
Mon/30th       HOUSTON  BALLET/ Jones  Hall/Thurs  &  Sun  at  1:30pm  &  7:30pm 
Fri,  Sat  &  Mon  at  2:30pm  &  8:30pm/225-0271 


Odd  Lots 


Sun/lst-- 
Thurs/5th 

Mon/2nd 

Fri/6th- 
Sun/8th 

Sat/7th- 
Sun/8th 

Mon/9th 

Wed/ 11th- 
Fri/13th 

Thurs/12th- 
Fri/13th 

Sat/1 4th- 
Sun/15th 

Mon/  16th 

Wed/ 18th 


Mon/23rd 


THE  WORLD  OF  LENNY  BRUCE/one  man  show  with  Frank  Speiser/ 
La  Bastille/227-2036 

SOUTHERN  SEED  POETS  GUILD/poetry  readings/ Anderson  Fair/8pm/ 
free/  523-0777 

ROD  AND  CUSTOM  SHOW/vehicles/Albert  Thomas  Convention  Center/ 
222-4991 

WORLD'S  LARGEST  GARAGE  SALE/Astrohall/Sat  10  am  to  10  pm/ 

Sun  10am  to  6pm/free/748-4500 

SOUTHERN  SEED  POETS  GUILD/readings/Anderson  Fair/8pm/523- 

0777 

HERITAGE  SOCIETY  CANDLELIGHT  TOUR/historical  homes  and 
musical  groups/Sam  Houston  Park,  1 100  Bagby/7  to  9  pm/223-8367 

POTTERS  AND  METAL  WORKERS  GUILD  SHOW/UofH,  Houston 
Room/9am  to  10pm/749-3828 

CHRISTMAS  PAGEANT/stage  spectacular  with  cast  of  400/Jones  Hall/ 
Sat  7:30pm,  Sun  3: 30  &  7:30pm/free/223-4024 
SOUTHERN  SEED  POETS  GUILD/readings/Anderson  Fair/8pm/ 
523-0777 

A  CHILD'S  CHRISTMAS  IN  WALES/poetry  by  Dylan  Thomas  with 
accompaniment  by  recorder  quintet  and  a  one  act  Xmas  play/Contempo- 
rary Arts  Museum,  5216  Montrose/8pfn/523-0777 
SOUTHERN  SEED  POETS  GUILD/Anderson  Fair/8pm/523-0777 


-^-"-T-, 


r.  —      r.  ..        i  -v.  "  ,-  y  '-  r.  -      t.  —-,'i^^ 


^r 


}:.-.■ 


I 


J2a  tBodeqa  Cafe 


Opening  December  3 

Serving  breakfast  and  light  lunches 

Specializing  in : 

Country  Breakfast  (yard  eggs  and  country 
sausage  from  Fulshear,    Texas).    Three-egg 
omelettes.    With  every  meal  you  get  thick 
whole-wheat  Texas  toast,  fresh  juices,  speci- 
ally blended  coffees. 

Open  from  midnight  until  noon 


Featuring  live  music  and  entertainment 

.  Corner  of  Fairview  &  Mandell 
528-8777 
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Sand 
Mountain 


1213  Richmond 
528-8164 


Every  Tuesday: 

CAROLYN  TERRY 

Every  Wednesday: 

EVENSONG 

Different  country  boogie  bands 
every  weekend. 


BUNCHES  OF  GOOD  BEER  AND  GOOD  MUSIC 


FROM  THE  BIG  COUNTRY 


KI'I'T  -  Lire  broadcasters 


1!3 


December,  1974 


/  v 


The  All  New  Improved 


KPFT  YARD  SALE 


Dec.  14  - 

all  afternoon 

419  Lovett  Blvd. 

Recycled  Clothes          Whole  Grain  Bread 
Books                             Herbs 
Records                          Miscellaneous  Art 
Tapes                              Pottery 
Odds  and  Ends 

Come  and  browse  —  Bring  a  friend 

If  you  have  items  you  wish  to  donate  please  call 
224-4000  and  leave  your  name,  phone  number  and 
description  of  goods  for  the  attention  of  Margie 
Glazer*  or  arrange  to  have  the  items  dropped  off  at 
419  Lovett  Blvd.  or  downtown  at  618  Prairie.  All 
benefits  go  to  KPFT  Radio. 
That  Same  Afternoon: 


Beer  Bust  at  W.  Alabama 
Drive-Inn 

Listen  to  KPFT  for  details 


A  Benefit  for  KPFT 


All  Day  Sunday,  Dec.  1 

at 
The  Riverside  Inn 

17433  River  Rd. 

Music,  fun,  and  beer  from  2  p.m.  to  1  a.m 

The  following  is  a  tentative  list  of  performers  and 
times: 

2:00  p.m.    Vince  Bell 

3:00  p.m.  Shawn  Walters  and  Michael  Hickman 

4:00  p.m.    Wheatfield 

5:30  p.m.  Sieve  Long  Group 

7:00  p.m.    Talisman 

8:30  p.m.  Badge 
10:00  p.m.  Oz  Knozz 
11:30  p.m.  Maleficent 

Admission:  $2.00  for  the  whole  thing  (8  acts). 
Directions:   Head  east  on  1-10  to  the  Monmouth 
exit,  take  a  left  under  the  freeway  and  you'll  find 
the  Riverside  Inn  Vi  mile  down  the  road. 
For  more  information:  Call  224-4000  or  452-9889 

All  proceeds  go  to  KPFT 

Produced  by  Greg  Lyon 
Sound  by  Musicville 

Listen  to  KPFT  for  more  details! 
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